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INTRODUCTIOK. 



The following beautiful and useful story was first 
read in French, and the idea immediately suggested 
itself to my mind, that, with some , alterations to 
make it conrey lessons of clear and decided evau- 
gelical truth, it would be a very interesting little 
work for the libraries of Sunday Schools, and every 
variety of youthful readers.; -The story is very 
touching, and the lessons taught the most useful and 
important. I have never read any lessons of prac- 
tical piety drawn with more simplicity than they are 
in this little book from the beauties of nature. In- 
deed in almost every chapter we find, addressed to 
the youthful heart, sermons whose texts are the 
flowers of the garden. 

Where the story is merely translated, the trans- 
lation is a very free one, and in many places large 
omissions are made, and in others considerable ad- 
ditions will be found. 
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BASKET OF FLOWER& 



CHAPTER I. 



KARLT HISTORY OF MART. 



The relation which we are about to give in tliis 
little book, is abont some interesting transac- 
tions which occurred a long time ago, and in 
a country far removed from our o^«ti. This 
will account for some manners and customs 
which are not altogether familiar to our young 
readers; but we shall endeavour to make the 
history so plain and &miliar, that all who read 
may understand the valuable instructions which 
it is intended to convey. Human nature is the 
same in all countries, and the opcrolVsw^ ^1 
Divine grace are the same in riX co\cDX.'nfta% ^s^^ 
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therefore the principles which will be developed 
in this history, and the conduct which will be 
described, are such as are in constant operation 
everywhere? about us. The whole history is 
full of interest, and of the most valuable moral 
and religious instruction ; one which we are 
persuaded our yoimg readers wiQ peruse with 
pleasure, and one from which they may reap 
very great advantages. 

James Bode, who was the father of Mary, 
was bom of poor but respectable parents in Ger- 
many. When he was young, he went to learn 
the art of gardening, from the gardener of tlie 
Count of Eichbourg. As he was a yoimg man 
of good natural understanding, and of an amia- 
ble disposition, and distinguished for his up- 
rightness of character, he soon became a great 
fiEivourite with all; and instead of going away 
after he had learned his trade, to follow it else- 
where, the Count took him into his own em- 
ployment, and so £uthfully did he discharge his 
duties, that when advanced in life, he was re- 
warded by the present of a little cottage, and 
)an^ soBjcieni to afford him a decent mainten- 
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ance by gardening. While he was quite young, 
James Bode had been brought to a knowledge 
of the truth as it is in Jesus Christ. He had 
been bom again of the Spirit, and these are th(» 
reasons why he had been enabled so fidthfiilly 
to discharge his duties. He married a yoimg 
woman in the neighbourhood, who was an 
orphan, but who had tasted of the same pre- 
dous gift of Gk)d ; and thus James showed his 
obedience to the Diyine precept, to " marry only 
in the Lord ;*' a precept which, being so much 
neglected, brings a vast deal of unhappiness to 
multitudes, both male and female. 

For several years James and his wife travelled 
the pilgrimage of life together; in their humble 
way, so adorning the doctrine of God their 
Saviour in all things, as not only to win respect 
and affection to themselves, but also to the re- 
ligion which they professed. Kb matter how 
humble the situation any real child of God may 
occupy, if he is consistent in his walk and con- 
versation, he is a witness for the truth of reli- 
gion which no enemy can be able to gainsay 
Such were James and lus"wi£e\ W\. «a^«s^ ^^^"^ 
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no conditions of life, high or low, from which 
affliction and death can he excluded, this pious 
couple were frequently called in the providence 
of God to bear their portion of that discipline 
by which a merciful God secures to himself the 
hearts of his real children. Several of the off- 
spring of this pious pair were in faith consigned 
to the cold tomb, " waiting for the general re- 
surrection at the last day, and the life of the 
world to come ;" and at length the mother her- 
self, after a brief and painful sickness, followed 
her children to the same narrow house — the 
grave. She died as she had lived, in the fiill 
hope of everlasting glory, founded on the pro- 
mises of Him who is "the resurrection and the 
life." The grief of the husband was softened 
by the resignation of the Gospel, and the bliss- 
ful prospect of meeting where friends who have 
loved the Lord can never be separated, either 
from him or from one another. When those 
we love " die in the Lord," we may say, 

" Why 8hon]d we mourn departed friends, 
Or shake at death^s alarms ? 
Death's bnt the servant Jesns sends 
To call them to his arms I " 
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' At the time when this history commences, 
James Bode was more than sixty years of age, 
and his hair almost as white as the snow upon 
the mountains. Of his numerous fetmily one 
only daughter remained. Her he had called 
Ma.by, after her mother. This child was but 
five years of age at her mother's death. By all 
the neighbours she was called a beautiful girl, 
and sometimes they were indiscreet enough to 
call her so before her face — a very great mistake, 
as all children are naturally prone to vanity. 
What was reaRy worth calling beautiful was, 
that she dearly loved her fetther, and was mo- 
dest and obedient. Without these all external 
appearances are nothing worth. When Mary 
came to be fifteen years of age, her father gave 
her the entire charge of the household concerns, 
and she took such good care, that every thing 
about the house was kept in the most perfect 
cleanliness; even the kitchen utensils were 
always scoured so bright that they might have 
been mistaken for new. 

James Bode, as we have already said^ >?ra& ^ 
gardener. He made Ms AivVii^ 'Vj's \3ti^ cvs^^ilv^'^ 
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tion of fruits and vegetables, which once or 
twice a-week, similar to our custom, he carried 
to market in the town, which was a very little 
way from his &rm. His great delight, however, 
was in the cultivation of flowers, and in this de- 
lightful occupation Mary continually assisted 
him when she could be spared from the house- 
hold concerns. She counted the hours devoted 
to this occupation among the happiest of her 
life, for her father had the art of turning labour 
into pleasure by his instructing and entertain- 
ing, and, above all, his pious conversation. 

Mary, who grew up as it were in the midst 
of the plants, and for whom the garden itself 
was a little world, had early discovered a decided 
taste for flowers ; and thus in the hours which 
she had at her disposal was always sure of an 
agreeable occupation. She cultivated the yoimg 
plants with great care and assiduity. 

The buds of every strange species were ob- 
jects of delightful study. She busied her young 
imagination in suggesting what kind of flowers 
they would produce ; she was hardlyable to wait 
ij}) the.y were expanded ; and then wlien tliu 
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flower so impatiently expected appeared in all 
its splendour^ she was filled with joy. The old 
gardener used to say, " Let others spend their 
money fi>r jewels and silks, and other yanities, 
I will spend mine, for flower seeds. Silks, and 
satins, and jewels, cannot procure for our chil- 
dren so pure a pleasure as these heautiful exhi- 
bitions of the wisdom and benevolence of God." 
In truth, there was not a day which did not 
bring some new pleasure to the heart of Mary. 
It was rare that any one passed the garden 
without stopping to admire the beauty of the 
flowers; and even the children of the neigh- 
bourhood, as they passed by to school, never 
fiuled to peep across the hedge, and were gener- 
ally rewarded by Mary with some little present 
of flowers as a token of her good will. 

James, as a wise &ther, knew how to direct 
the taste of his daughter towards an end the 
most ennobling. In the beauty of the various 
flowers which adorned his garden — ^in the 
charming variety of their forms — ^in the just- 
ness of their proportions — ^in the magnificence 
of their colours — and in the exquisite sweetsMs^ 



14 THE BASKET 

of their perfumes, he taught her to see and to 
admire the power, the wisdom, and the goodness 
of God. These were some of the great ends 
towards which he directed all her pleasures 
and thus may emphatically be said to have led 
her contemplations 

" From nature up to nature's God." 

It was the custom of James Bode to conse- 
crate to prayer the first and best houi-s of the 
morning, and thus to let everything begin with 
God. In order to accomplish this, and not to 
neglect his work, it was his constant habit to 
rise early — a habit almost essential to a spiritual 
SnmQ of mind. The life of that man is but 
poorly filled out, who cannot find one or two 
hours to discourse y^th his heavenly Father 
without interruption, and to occupy his con- 
templations with the things which relate to his 
everlasting peace. In those beautiful days of 
spring and simimer which characterized the cli- 
mate of this country, James would lead his 
daughter to an arbour in the garden, from 
whence could be heard the morning song of the 
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feathered tribes, and from whence could be 
seen the whole of the garden, enamelled with 
flowers, and sparkling with dew — the range of 
vision taking in a rich plain shining in the rays 
of the rising sun. It was in a situation so ^ 
yourable to devotion as this that he delighted 
to converse with his tender charge, of that (Jod 
who gave the sun his brightness, who scattered 
over the earth the rain and dew-drops, who fed 
the birds of the air, and dressed the flowers in 
their magnificent vestments. It was here that 
he accustomed the young mind of Mary to con- 
template the Almighty as the tender Father of 
mankind, — ^as that Father who has manifested 
his love towards mankind in all the works of 
his creation, but still infinitely more in the gift 
of his dear Son to die for perishing sinners. It 
was here that he taught her her own condition 
as a sinner ; that he placed in terms the most 
afiectionate before her the need of a Saviour, 
and gently led her to Jesus Christ. It was here 
that he taught her to bend her knees to the 
God and Father of our Lord Jesus Ohrist; and 
it was here that he had the happiness of ^^^ 
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ceiying that, like Lydia, the Lord opened her 
heart to the reception of the truth. These 
morning exercises, as might well he expected, 
fixed more and more deeply on her heart the 
sentiment of piety. 

In the flowers which Maiy most loved, her 
fiither was accustomed to point out the emhlem 
of those Christian graces which adorn the female 
character. Once in the early part of March, 
when with transports of joy she brought the 
first violet, he said, " Let this charming violet 
serve as an image of humility, of reserve, and of 
ready, though always discreet, disposition to 
oblige. Its clothing has the colour appropriated 
to modesty ; it loves to flourish in places retired 
from common observation; and from beneath 
the leaves which cover it, it embalms the air 
with the most delicate perfumes. So, my dear 
child, may yoa be, like a violet, a lover of 
silence, disdaining the show of gaudy colours, 
never seeking to attract unnecessary notice, but 
seeking to do good without display, so long as 
the flower of your life shall bloom." 

At the time when the flowers of the lilies and 
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the roses were expanded, and when the garden 
shone in all its splendour, the old man, seeing 
his daughter elated with joy, pointed with hi^ 
finger to a lily, shining in the rays of the rising 
son, and said, " See in this lily, my daughter, 
the symbol of innocence ; observe how neat and 
pure. Its leaves are of a whiteness which out- 
vies that of the richest satin, and equals that oi 
the driven snow. Happy is the daughter whose 
heart is also pure : for remember who has said 
that it is the * pure in heart who shall see God.* 
But the more pure the colour, the more difficult 
to preserve it in all its purity. The slightest 
taint can spoil the flower of the lily, and it 
must be touched even with the greatest precau- 
tion, lest it retain the blemish. Thus also, one 
word, one thought, can rob the mind of its 
purity. Let the rose," said he, pointing to that 
flower, '* be an image of modesty. The blush of 
modesty is more beautiful than that of the rose. 
Happy is the daughter whom the least approach 
of that which is indelicate will cause to blush, 
and thus be put on guard against the approach- 
ing danger. The cheeks which TcaA'Ci^ Voa^ 

"ft 
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will retain for a long time their roseate hue, 
while those which fail to blush at the least in* 
delicacy will soon become pale and wan, and 
devoted to an early death." The £a.ther of Mary 
gathered some lilies and roses, and made oi 
them a bouquet, and, putting it into her hand, 
he said: 

"The lilies and the roses are brothers and 
sisters, and nothing can equal the beauty ot 
garlands in which those flowers are mixed. 

"Innocence and modesty are twin sisters, 
which cannot be separated. 1 es, my dear child, 
tliat innocence might be always on her guard, 
God, in his goodness, has given her modesty for 
a sister and a companion, to anticipate the ap- 
proach of danger. Be always modest and you 
will be always virtuous. Oh, if the \vill of God 
be 80, may you always be enabled by his grace 
to preserve in your heart the purity of the lily. 
The rose on your cheek must fade, but it will 
be renewed again, if you but attain to the resur- 
rection of the just, and then it shall flouiish in 
immortal youth.*' 
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" The morning flowers display their sweets, 
And gay their silken leaves unfold ; 
And careless of the noon-day heats, 
As fearless of the eyening cold. 

^* Nipped by the wind's unkindly blast, 
Parched by the sun's more fervent ray, 
The momentary glories waste — 
The short-lived beauties die away. 

** So blooms the human fkce divine, 

When youth its pride of beauty shows ; 
Fairer than spring the colours sldne, 
And sweeter than the opening rose. 

'* But worn by slowly rolling years. 
Or broke by sickness in a day, 
The fading glory disappears, 

The short-lived beauties die away. 

*' Yet these, now rising from the tomb, 
With lustre brighter far shall shine ; 
Revive with ever-during blpom, 
Safe from diseases and decline. 

** Let sickness blast and death devour, 
If heaven shall recompense our pains ; 
Perish the grass, and fiide the flower, 
If firm the Word of (}od remains." 
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The most beautiful ornament of the garden 
was a dwarf apple-tree, not higher than a rose- 
bush, which grew in a little circular hot-bed ui 
the middle of the garden. James had planted 
it on the birth-day of his daughter, and it gave 
them every year the most beautiful golden- 
yellow apples, spotted with red. One season it 
was peculiarly promising, and covered with 
blossoms. Maiy did not fail to examine it 
every morning, and she would exclaim with 
ecstacy, " Oh, how beautiful, how superb this 
mixture of red and white ! I could believe 
that the little tree is but one great bunch of 
flowers." One morning she came at the usual 
hour, but the frost had withered all the flowers. 
They were almost brown and yellow, and were 
fisust shrivelling up in the sun. At this dismal 
sight, poor Mary burst into tears. "As the 
frost spoils the apple-blossom," siud her judi- 
cious &ther, " so unholy gratiflcations mar the 
flower of youth. Tremble, my child, at the 
possibility of departing from the way of recti- 
tude. Ah, if the time should ever arrive when 
the delightful hopes which you have authorized 
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should vanish, not fbr a year, like the blosBoms 
of this tree, hut for your whole life, alae! I 
should shed tears more hitter than those that 
trickle from your eyes. I should not enjoy a 
single hour of pleasure, hut my grey hairs would 
be brought with sorrow to the grave." At 
thoughts like these James himself could not 
refrain from tears, and his words of affectionate 
solicitude made a deep impression on the tender 
heart of Mary. 

Brought up under the zealous and persever- 
ing care of a &.ther so wise and tender, Mary 
grew up among the flowers of the garden, fresh 
as the rose — ^in purity like the lily — ^modest as 
the violet, and giving the most delightful hopes 
of future excellence, as a beautiful shrub in the 
time of flourishing. In fetct, she was a tender 
sapling, but the planting of the Lord, that he 
might be glorified. 

It was always with a smile of satis&ction 
and gratitude that the old man viewed his 
beautiful garden, of which the fruits repaid, 
and amply repaid, his assiduous care. But he 
was enabled to experience a satis&ction. tU^ 
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most profound, when he beheld his daughter, 
m whom, by the grace of God resting on 
his own pious labours, the religious education 
which he gave her seemed to bring forth the 
most precious fruits to the praise and gloiy 
of God. 
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CHAPTER II. 



A PRESENT. 



In almost all countries, the month of May is 
remarkable for its charms, so much so^ as to 
Justify the language of the poet, — 



li 



-Sweet month, 



If not the^r*^ the fairest of the year." 

It was early in the charming month of May 
that Mary went into a neighbouring wood to 
cut some branches of the willow and twigs of 
the hazel. She gathered them for the use of 
her old feither, for when he was not busily en- 
gaged in the garden, he occupied his time in 
making baskets, particularly ladies' work-bas- 
kets. He made it a point never to be idle, for 
industry is essential to happiness and useful- 
ness. It is melancholy to consider how much 
time is wasted by young persons and old. 
What our Saviour said in relation to iVift iot^ 
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with which he had miraculously fed the multi- 
tude in the wilderness, is in a very emphatic 
sense applicable to those little parts of time 
' which, because we may not have immediate oc- 
cupation, we are apt to waste in idleness. *' Ga- 
ther up the fragments that remain, that nothing 
be lost." It is incalculable what might be 
gained to the Lord's cause, if them who are 
called Christians would but, in some useful 
form, devote to purposes of Christian benevo- 
lence those "fragments" of time which are 
generally wasted. James Rode was never idle. 
He knew his duty to Gk)d too well to waste any 
portion of that time which Gk>d had given him, 
and for which he knew he would have to render 
an accoimt. It is true, that in the days in 
which he lived there were none of those blessed 
plans of Christian benevolence whieh are now 
so vigorously in motion for the conversion of 
the world, and therefore he had no such object 
in view in the fiill occupation of his time. He 
was industrious hecanse it was his duty, and he 
laboured in the house in basket-making, when 
he was not obliged to be in the garden, because 
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the babits of industry had grown with his 
growth, and strengthened with his strength ; 
and it was while thns occupied that Mary read 
to him in God's precious Book, or he talked to 
her abont the concerns of her immortal soul. 

While Mary was in the woods gathering the 
materials for het fiither's basket-work, she found 
some beMitifdl specimens of the lily of the val- 
ley, and she gathered enough of them to make 
two bunches, one for her father, and the other 
for hersel£ When she had finished her work, 
she returned home by a nearer path across an 
intervening meadow, and by so doing she met 
the Countess of Eichbouig and her daughter 
Amelia, who were taking an afternoon walk. 
Mary had very seldom seen either of them, 
for they lived for the most part of their time 
in the city; but were now spending a few 
days at their chateau. As she could not avoid 
meeting them, she step})ed a little on one 
nde, with true politeness, as all well-bred and 
pious young people will, to let them pass. 
But when they saw the beautiful bunches of 
lilies which she had. they stopped to admire 
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them, and wanted to buy one. This Maiy 
would not allow. She begged that the ladies 
would each accept of a bunch, and this she did 
with such unaffected grace and good nature that 
they could not refuse. Amelia requested her 
to gather more, and bring them to the chateau 
every morning, which she promised, and which 
she faithfully performed during the season in 
which the lilies were in bloom. 

It is said, and the remark is justified by ex- 
perience, that some of the most important cir- 
cumstances of our life grow out of events appar- 
ently of the most trifling character. It proved 
so in the case of Mary, as the whole liistory will 
fully evince, for to this accidental meeting, as 
we usually speak, is to be traced the most of 
what is deep and painful in this little story. 
But God over-ioiles all events, and it is abun^ 
dantly proved, that " all things shall work to- 
gether for good to them that love him." 

From i\Iary's regular visits to the chateau to 
carry her morning bunch of flowera, as might 
have been expected, an intimacy grew up be- 
tween her and Anielia, for they were nearly of 
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the same age, and had many similar tastes, 
though Amelia was destitute of tliat " one thing 
which is needful." 

On the whole, it is better that thei'e should 
not be too much intimacy between those who 
from difference of fortune, or other accidental 
circumstances, are compelled to move in very 
different spheres. This remark, it is true, ap- 
plies in a very limited degree to this our happy 
country, where there are no privileged orders, 
and where there ought to be no distinction, but 
that great one which God makes between those 
who serve and those who serve him not. StiU, 
friendships formed between those who in the 
providence of Gkni are placed under very dissi- 
milar circumstances are not much to be entcom'- 
aged, and especially when but one of the parties 
knows and feels the influence of religion. Evil 
is always more powerful than good example, 
and there are few who will not be led to envy 
that which they suppose conducive to the hap- 
piness of those who possess all that the world 
can give. 

As the anniversaiy of Amelia's birthday v;«^ 
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drawing near, Mary determined to make her 
some little mral present ; but as to bunches of 
flowers, she had given her so many already that 
she wanted to think of something new. Dm*- 
ing the preceding winter, her &ther made many 
work-baskets, all of superior elegance, but the 
most beautiful he meant for Mary herself. On 
it he had worked the design of the village, and 
for that kind of work it was of remarkable per- 
fectiour Mafy determined to £11 this basket 
with flowers, and to offer it to the young Coun- 
tess as her birthday present. Her father 
readily granted his permission, and still more 
to embellish the beautiful basket, he put Ame- 
lia's name in elegant willow-work on one side, 
and the coat of arms of the Count on the other. 
The expected day having arrived, early in the 
morning Maiy gathered the freshest roses, the 
most beautiful stock-gillyflowers, the richest 
pinks, and other flowers of the most beautiful 
colomrs. She picked out some green branches, 
full of foliage, and disposed the flowers in the 
basket, so intermingled with green leaves, that 
all fhe colours, though perfectly distinct, were 
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yet sweetly ai^d delicately blended. One light 
garland; composed of rose-buds and moss, was 
passed around the basket, and the name of 
Amelia could be distinctly read enclosed in a 
coronet of foiget-me-nots. The whole appear- 
ance of the basket was really of uncommon 
beanty. 

Mary tjien went to the chateau with her 
present, which she offered to the Countess Ame- 
l}a^ adding the best wishes of her heart for her 
young friend's happiness, both here and here- 
aftert The young Countess was then sitting at 
her toilet. Behind her was her dressing-maid, 
busy at a head-dress for the birthday feast. 
Amelia received the present with peculiar plea- 
•ure; and she could hardly find terms in which 
to express her delight as she viewed the oliarm- 
ing flowers so tastefully arranged in the basket. 
" Dear Maiy," said she, "you have robbed your 
garden to make me so rich a present, and as to 
the basket, I have never seen anything like it 
in all my life. Come, let us go and show it to 
iny mother." She then took Mary fondly by 
the band, and made her go up with hst V^ ^2cwv 
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apartments of the Countess. " See, mother,** 
said Amelia, "if any thing can equal the pre- 
sent I have received from Mary. Never have 
you seen so beautiful a basket, and nowhere 
can you find such beautiful flowers." The 
basket of flowers highly pleased the Countess. 
"In truth," said she, "this basket, with its 
flowers yet wet with dew, is really charming. 
It equals the most experienced efforts of the 
pencil. It does honour to the taste of Mary, 
but more to the kindness of her heart. — Wait 
a little, my child," said she to Maiy, while 
she made a sign to Amelia to follow her into 
another room. 

"Amelia," sdd the Countess, "Mary must 
not be permitted to go away without some 
suitable return. What have you to give her?" 
After a moment's reflection, "I think," said 
Amelia, " that one of my dresses would be best : 
I will give her, if you will permit me, my deai 
mother, that which has red and white flowen 
on a deep green ground. It is almost new, ] 
have worn it but once. It is a little too shor1 
for me, but it will fit Mary exactly, and shi 
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can arrange it herself, she has so much taste. 
If it is not, therefore, too much" 

The Coimtess interrupted her, " Too much ; 
certainly not. When you wish to give any 
thing, it ought to he something serviceable. The 
green ix)he with the flowers will be very appro- 
priate for Mary. Go now, my dear children," 

said the Coimtess when they returned, "take 
good care of the flowers lest they fade before 
dinner. I want the guests to admire the basket 
also, which will be the most beautiful ornament 
on the table. Amelia will thank you for your 
present, dear Mary." 

Amelia ran to her room with Marj", and told 
her maid to bring the robe. Juliette, (for that 
was her name,) looking at her, said, " Do you 
wish to wear that robe to-day, Miss ?" — " No," 
eaid Amelia, " I intend to make it a present to 
Mary." — " Give that dress away !" replied Ju- 
liette ; "does your mother know that?" — 
" Bring me the robe," said Amelia, " and you 
need give yourself no trouble about the rest." 

Juliette turned herself roimd that she might 
hide her spite ; and went away, l[iet ia-e^ Xsvsltvnt 
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ing with anger. She opened the wardrobe with 
a pull, and took from it the dress of the young 
Countess. " I wish I was able to tear it to 
pieces," said the wicked girl. " This Mary has 
already won the good graces of my young 
mistress, and now, lo ! she steals from me this 
dress, for it ought to have been mine when 
Amelia had done with it. I wish I was able 
to tear the eyes out of this little nosegay girl. 
But I will be revenged." What a dreadful and 
wicked spirit did Juliette indulge. She ought 
to have been glad at Mary^s good fortune, but 
Juliette's heart was wrong — she would never 
listen to religion, and this little circumstance 
gave her occasion to display her evil temper. 
Suppressing her anger, however, she returned 
with a pleasant air, and gave the dress to 
Amelia. 

" Dear Mary," said Amelia, " I have had pre- 
sents to-^ay, much more rich than your bas- 
ket ; but none which give me so much pleasure. 
The flowers on this robe — ^receive it as a token of 
my affection, and carry my best wishes to your 
good old fether." Mary then took the dress, 
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kissed the hand of the young Countess, and left 
the chateau. 

Juliette, jealous and enraged, continued her 
work in silence. It cost her many a struggle 
before she could finish the head-dress she was 
preparing ; but she could not totally dissemble 
her wrath. " Are you angry, Juliette 1" said 
the young Countess. " I should have been very 
' silly," answered" Juliette, "to have been angry 
because you chose to be generous." — " That is 
a sensible speech," rejoined Amelia ; " I hope you 
may feel just so reasonable." 

Mary ran home fiill of joy, but her father had 
too much prudence to feel any pleasure what- 
ever in such a present. Gay dresses are not 
appropriate to those who have been taught to 
consider more of the inward man of the heart, 
than the outward adorning of the body. "I 
would rather, my love," said he, "that you had 
not carried the basket to the chateau, but it 
cannot be helped now. This dress is in no 
sense valuable except as a present from those 
whom we so highly respect. I fear that this will 
but rouse the jealousy of others, and what is still 
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worse, that it will fill your own heart with van- 
ity. Take care, my dear child, that you run 
not into the greatest of these two evils. Mo- 
desty and good manners are more hecoming to 
a young girl than the most heautiful and costly 
garments. Rememher, the Book of God says it 
is Hhe ornament of a meek and quiet spirit' 
which in the sight of God is of great price." 

Dear young reader, especially if you are a 
female, heware of fondness for dress. Neatness, 
according to the circumstances in which you 
are placed, is that which is most consistent with 
the will of Gk>d, and most calculated to gain 
the real respect of the world. Many a yoiing 
person has been lost by the indulgence of a taste 
for dress, and many a young professor of reli- 
gion has, on this very rock, made shipwreck of 
the fEuth. 



OF FLOWERS. 36 



CHAPTER III. 

UNFOUNDED SUSPICION.' 

Mary had scarcely left the castJe when the 
Countess missed her elegant diamond ring, and 
as no one had been in the room where she had 
laid it down but Mary, suspicion naturally fell 
upon her. The young Countess Amelia imme- 
diately set out for the cottage, in hope that she 
could induce Mary to restore it, before the 
knowledge of the theft had been spread abroad. 

Little did Mary think, when she was trying 
on the beautiful robe that Amelia had given 
her, that she was suspected of being a thief, and 
she was amazed at beholding the young Countess 
enter her little room, pale, trembling, and almost 
out of breath. 

"My dear Mary," said Amelia, "what have 
you been doing 1 My mother's diamoivd. t«v% 
is lost, and no one was in the chaiEibet\^\i\> i<sv^' 
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give it back quickly, and nothing £urtlier will 
he said." 

Mary, as may well be expected, became 
frightened, and turned pale as death. She de- 
clared she had not seen the ring, and that she 
liad not moved from the place where she sat 
when she went in. But all her declarations 
could not convince Amelia, and she continued 
to urge her to ^ve up the ring. She told her 
that it was worth a thousand dollars, and that 
she must have taken it. Maiy wept bitterly at 
this suspicion. " Truly," said she, " I have 
not the ring, I have never ventured to touch 
that which did not belong to me, much less to 
steal. My dear father has always taught ma 
better." 

At this moment the old man came in — ^Iie 
was at work in the garden when he saw the 
young Countess running with all her might, 
and he returned to the house to see what was 
the matter; and when he learned the whole he 
was so entirely overcome that he was obliged 
to seize hold of the comer of a table and sink 
updD a benclL 
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" My dear child," said the old man, " to steal 
a ring of this value is a crime which, in tliis 
country, is punished with death. But this is 
not all — consider the command of God, * Thou 
shalt not steal.' One such action not only ren- 
ders you responsible to men, but to that God 
who reads the heart, and with whom all false 
denials amount to nothing. Have you forgotten 
the holy commandment of God? Have you 
forgotten my paternal advice 1 Were you daz- 
zled with the splendour of the gold and pre- 
cious stones 1 Alas ! do not deny the fact, but 
restore the ring — ^it is the only reparation you 
can make." 

" Oh, my father," said Mary, weeping and 
sobbing, "be sure, be very sure, that I have 
not the ring. If I had even found such a 
ring in the road, I could not have rested till I 
restored it to its owner. . Indeed, I have it 
not." 

" Look at this dear young lady," said the old 
man ; " her affection for you is so great, that she 
wishes to save you from the hand of justice, 
^lary, be frank, and do not tell a iaJL«»^WA2* 
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"My fether," said Mary, "you well kno\i 
that I never in my life stole even a penny, 
and how should I take anything so valuable ? 
Oh, believe me, for I never have told you a 
lie." 

" Mary," again said the &ther, " see my grey 
hairs. Oh ! do not bring them down with sor- 
row to the grave. Spare me so great an afllic- 
tion. Tell me, before your Maker, in whose 
kingdom there is no place for thieves, tell me 
if you did take the ring." 

Mary raided her eyes to heaven, filled with 
tears, and bx the most solenm manner assured 
her fEkther that she was entirely innocent. 

The old man was convinced of the innocence 
of his daughter. " I do believe you," he cried , 
"you would not dare to lie in the presence of God; 
and here before the young Countess and myself. 
And since I believe you innocent, take comfort 
and fear nothing. There is nothing to fear on 
earth but 9in. Prison and death are not to be 
compai'ed to it. Whatever happens, then, let 
us put OUT trust in God. All will yet come 
right, for he says, * I will make thy righteous 
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ness as dear as the light, and thy just dealings 
as the noon-day.' " 

" Troly," said Amelia, " when I hear you speak 
in this way, I abo believe that you have not 
the ling. But when I examine all the circum- 
stances, how is it possible ? My mother knows 
exactly the place where she put it down ; and 
not a living soul was there but Mary, and as 
soon as she went out my mother missed the 
ring. Who then could have taken it V* 

*^ That is impossible for me to say," replied 
James. " May Gbd prepare us for this severe 
triaL But whatever happens," said he, looking 
up to heaven, " I am ready. Give me but thy 
grace, God ; it is all I ask." 

<< Truly,^' said the Countess, " I return to the 
chateau with a heavy heart. This, for me, is 
but a sad anniversary. My mother, as yet, has 
spoken to no one on the subject but myself ; 
but it will not be possible longer to keep the 
secret. She must wear the ring to-day, for my 
fEiiher, whom we expect from Court at noon, 
will inmiediately perceive she is without it. 
lie gave it to her the day that I waa borcLSVcA 
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she has never ceased to wear it on each suc- 
ceeding anniversary. She believes that I will 
bring it back. Farewell," continued Amelia, 
" I will say that I consider you as innocent ; 
but who will believe me ?" She went out over- 
whelmed with sadness, and her eyes filled with 
teal's. 

Mary's fiither seated himself upon a bench, 
resting his head on his hand, with his eyes 
fixed on the earth. The tears chased themselves 
down his wrinkled cheeks. Mary threw herself 
at his knees, and said, " Oh, my father ! indeed 
I am innocent of this aflair." 

He raised himself, and looked a long time in 
her eyes, and then said, " Yes, Mary, you are 
innocent. That look, where integrity and truth 
are painted, cannot be that of crime." 

" Oh, my father," added Mary, " what will be 
the issue of this ? what is it that awaits us ? 
If it but threatens me, I submit without pain ; 
but that you, my father, should suffer on my 
account, is an affliction insupportable." 

"Have confidence in Gk)d," answered her 
father. "Take courage; not one hair of 
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our heads can fell to the ground without the 
permission of the Lord. All that happens to 
us is the will of God ; it will, therefore, be for 
our advantage, and what can we wish more 1 
Be not terrified — keep to the strictest truth. 
When they threaten, when they promise, do 
not depart from truth, not even the crossing of 
H finger ; wound not your conscience. A clear 
conscience is a good pillow even in a dungeon. 
Without doubt we shall be separated: your fa- 
ther will no longer be there to console you; 
think only to attach yourself to your Father 
which is in heaven. He is a powerful protector 
of innocence, and nothing can deprive you of 
his support." 

Suddenly the door opened with a noise. The 
bailiff entered, followed by other oflficers of jus- 
tice. Mary uttered a cry, and fell into the 
arms of her fether. " Let them be separated," 
cried the oflficer, his eyes shining with wrath. 
** Let the daughter be bound and cast into pri- 
son. Let the fether also be held in safe guard. 
Occupy the house and garden ; search every- 
where — allow no one to enter until tlx^ %\>k&T>SS. 
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has made the inyentory." The officers seized 
Mary, who clung to her &ther with all her 
force, but they tore her from the arms of the 
old man and chained her. She &inted, and in 
that state was carried away. When they con- 
ducted the &ther and daughter across the street, 
a crowd accumulated in their way. The story 
of the ring had spread through the whole vil- 
lage ; the neighbours pressed around the little 
cottage of the gardener as if it had been on fire. 
People were heard to pronounce judgments the 
most opposite. Notwithstanding the boimty of 
Mary and her &ther towards all, there were 
some to whom it gave the highest pleasure to 
exercise the malignity of their language. The 
comfort which James and Mary had acquired 
by dint of industry and economy had attracted 
much envy. " Now," said some, ** we can know 
where all these good things came from; we 
were never able to understand it until the pre- 
sent. If this is the method, it is no great merit 
to live in abundance, and be better clad than 
their honest neighbours." Nevertheless, the 
iuhabitants of Eichbourg, for the most part, 
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showed a oncere compassion for James and his 
daughter, and many a &ther and mother were 
heard to say, " Truly, the best are liable to fell 
—who would have believed tliis of these good 
people V* Others said, " Perhaps it is not as is 
thought. May their innocence be made to ap- 
pear in the day of trial ; and when that comes, 
may Qod assist them to escape the terrible evils 
whidh now threaten them." 

Here there were seen groups of children weep- 
ing. " Alas !" said they, " if they send them 
to prison, who will give us fruits and flowers ?" 

There are no circumstances in which the af- 
flicted do not find some to sympathize. But for 
the most part so " desperately wicked '* is the 
human hearty that we are ready to believe all 
the ill we hear of others, even without inquiry, 
and there are few that are willing to stand up 
the advocates of the distressed. There is but 
one Friend who will never desert those who are 
unjustly suspected, and it is He of whom it is 
said — ^'^ There is a Friend who sticketh closer 
tlian a brother." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

CONSOLATION IN PRISON. 

Mary was almost insensible when they took 
her to prison. When she recovered from her 
swoon, she wept, sobbed, clasped her hands, and 
engaged in prayer. At length, overcome with 
terror, overwhelmed with sadness, and fatigued 
from having shed so many tears, she threw her- 
self upon her bed of straw, and a sweet sleep 
soon closed her heavy eyelids. When she 
awoke, it was almost night. The darkness pre- 
vented her from distinguishing a single object. 
It was a long while before she knew where she 
was. The story of the ring appeared to her as 
a dream, and at first she thought herself on her 
own little bed ; she was consoling herself with 
that idea when she felt that her hands were 
chained. Frightened by the noise of the chains, 
she jumped from her bed, and all the sad reality 
burst upon her mind. " What can I do," said 
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she, falling on her knees, " but raise my lieai-t 
to aod!" 

Mary then engaged in prayer. She prayed 
for herself, but particularly for her dear father, 
that the Lord would support him in the trouble 
now brought upon him. 

The recollection of her father caused a tor- 
rent of tears to flow from her eyes. Grief and 
pity stopped her utterance. She continued for 
a long time thus to cry and sob. The moon, 
over which imtil then large clouds had thrown 
a thick veil, now appeared through a little iron 
grating, penetrated to the cell, and threw on 
the floor the shadow of the grating. Mary 
could easily distinguish the four walls of her 
narrow prison ; the large bricks of which they 
were constructed ; the white mortar which 
united the red bricks ; a projection in the wall 
breast high, placed in a form occupying the 
place of a table ; the pitcher and clay porringer 
that were placed there ; at last the straw which 
served her for a bed. From the time that light 
dissipated the darkness that surrounded Mary, 
she felt her heart somewhat soothed. BeddA-i 
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this, Mary perceived, with astonishment, that 
some flowers seemed to shed over her prison 
their sweet perfume. That morning she had 
made a bouquet of rose-buds, and other flowers, 
which remained from the basket, and had 
placed them in her bosom. It was this which 
shed an agreeable odour. She untied the bou- 
quet, and contemplated it by the light of the 
moon. " Alas !" said she, " when this morning 
I gathered these rose-buds in my garden, and 
these forget-me-nots, who would have thought 
that the same evening I should be the tenant of 
this gloomy dungeon. When I wore these gar- 
lands, who would have imagined that the same 
day I should be doomed to bear these iron 
chains. It is thus that all earthly things are 
subject to change. It is thus that man never 
knows in how short a time his position may be 
entirely changed, and to what unfortunate 
events his most innocent actions may give oc- 
casion. Truly there is need that we should 
daily commend ourselves to the protection of 
the Almighty.'* She again wept ; some tears 
fell upon her rose-buds, and upon her forget- 
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me-nots. By the light of the moon those tears 
might have been taken for dew-drops. "He 
who forgets not to send the rain and dew to 
moisten the flowers, will not forget me," she 
said, and then the recollection of her fkther 
drew tears from her eyes. " Oh, my dear father," 
said she, " while I contemplate this bouquet, 
how much advice that you have given me con- 
cerning flowers presents itself to my memory. 
From the midst of thorns I have taken these 
rose-buds. Thus joys will arise to me from the 
troubles I endure. Had any one attempted 
prematurely to expand the leaves of this rose- 
bud it would have perished. It seems that God 
with a delicate finger has gradually unfolded 
this purple cup, and his breath shed over it a 
sweet perfume. He can disperse the evils 
which afflict me, and make that good which 
seemeth but evil ; I will patiently wait his 
time. These flowers remind me of Him who 
created them. Tes ; I will remember Him 
as He remembered me. These tender flowers ! 
they are blue as the heavens. May heaven be 
my consolation under all that I suffex 'v\\<^\v 
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earth. Here are some sweet peas, with small 
delicate leaves, half red, half white. This 
plant grows and winds itself around a support, 
which it needs, that it may not creep in the 
dust ; and there it balances itself above the 
earth, and displays its flowers, which would be 
taken for the wings of a butterfly. It is thus 
that I will cling to Gk)d, and by his assistance 
will raise myself above the dust and miseries of 
this life. It is particularly this mignionette 
which diffuses this sweet perfume. Sweet 
plant, you exhilarate by your odour the one 
who tore you from the earth. I wish to resem- 
ble you, and to show good even towards those 
who without any reason have torn me from my 
garden,' to throw me into this prison. Here is 
a little sprig of periwinkle, which resists the 
winter, and preserves its verdure, even in the 
most rigorous seasons. It is the emblem of 
hope. I will also preserve hope, now that the 
time of suffering has come. God who protects 
the freshness and verdure of this plant from 
the attacks of winter, of ice, and snow, will 
support me also from the attacks of adversity. 
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Here again are two leaves of laurel ; they re- 
mind me of that incorruptible crown, which is 
reserved in heaven for all those who loire the 
Lord, and have suffered upon earth with sub- 
mission to his will. It appears to me that I 
already behold it surrounded with golden rays, 
an imperishable crown of glory. Flowers of 
the earth, you are short-lived as its joys ; you 
fieide, you wither in an instant. But in heaven, 
after the short suffering we experience here be- 
low, an unalterable felicity awaits us, and we 
shall enjoy an eternal glory, if Christ the Sa- 
viour is our hope." Mary consoled herself by 
thus talking to herself Suddenly a dark cloud 
covered the moon. Mary no longer saw 
her flowers. Dreadful darkness was diffused 
throughout the prison, and grief re-entered her 
heart. 

But very soon the cloud passed, and the 
moon re-appeared in her first burst of beauty. 
" It is thus," said Mar>-, " that clouds can be 
cast over us, but they are dissipated in the end, 
and we re-appear as brilliant as before. It is 
thus, if a dark suspicion now tarnishes my cha.^- 
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acter, God will make me triumph over every 
false accusation." Then Mary again stretched 
herself upon her bundle of straw, and slept 
with sweet tranquillity. An agreeable dream 
soothed her heart and afforded her peace. She 
dreamed that she walked by moonlight in a little 
garden quite new to her. It was situated in a 
wilderness surrounded by a dark forest of oaks, 
which offered to her the greatest enjoyment. 
The moon imtil then had never appeared to 
her so beautiful nor so brilliant. Illumined by 
her sweet light, the diversified flowers, orna- 
ments of this little garden, displayed a thousand 
charms, and filled the air with the most agree- 
able perfume. She saw her father with her in 
this wonderful garden. The moon illumined 
his venerable and serene countenance, animated 
by a gracious smile. She ran to him, and shed 
sweet tears on the old man^s bosom, with which 
her cheeks were wet when she awoke. It was 
a dream, but it comforted her heart. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE TRIAL. 



Mabt was scarcely awake when an officer came 
to conduct her to the tribunal. She trembled 
at the sight of the dark room in which the 
court was held. The judge was seated in a 
chair covered with scarlet, and the clerk stood 
before an enormous table Med with writings. 
The judge asked Mary a number of questions, 
and she answered them all as truth required. 
She wept much, but persisted in declaring her 
innocence. " Do not attempt to make me be- 
lieve this," said the judge. " No one but your- 
self entered the room — no one but you then can 
have the ring. You had better acknowledge 
It." " I cannot," answered Mary, weeping, " I 
can never say anything but the truth. I have 
not seen it, indeed I have not." 
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*' The ring was seen in your hands/' continued 
the judge, "what will you now say?" Mary 
persisted that the thing was impossihle. The 
judge then rang a little bell, and JtUiette was 
brought in. Juliette, in the fit of jealousy 
which the dress given to Mary had caused, and 
in the guilty design of depriving her of the £s^ 
vour of her mistress, had said to the people of 
the castle that she had seen Mary take it. In 
consequence of this £dsehood, Juliette was sum* 
moned as a witness, and lest she should be 
caught in a lie^ she determined to maintain it, 
even in a court of justice. When she was sum- 
moned, and the judge required her to declare 
the truth before God, she felt her heart beat 
quickly, and her knees trembled under her. 
But this wicked girl listened neither to the 
voice of the judge, nor to that of her conscience. 
" I^" said she to herself " I acknowledge now 
that I have lied, then I shall be driven away, 
or perhaps imprisoned.** She persisted in her 
imposture, and, addressing herself to Mary, she 
said, with effrontery, " You have the ring ; I 
saw you with it.*' Mary heard this calumny 
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With horror, but she did not suffer passion to 
get the better of her judgment. She could not, 
however, refrain £rom weeping, and her tears 
ahnost choked her utterance. " It is not true 
— ^you did not see me with the ring. How can 
you assert so terrible a Msehood, and thus cause 
my ruin without my having ever injured you ?" 
But Juliette, who considered her own tempoi-al 
interest, and felt nothing but hatred and jealousy 
towards Mary, remained insensible. She re- 
peated her £Eilsehood with aggravated circum- 
stances and details, and then was dismissed by 
the judge. "Mary, you are convicted," said 
he ; " every circumstance is against you. The 
chamber-maid of the young Countess has seen 
the ring in your hands ; tell me now what you 
have done with it." Mary still asserted that 
she had it not. According to the cruel custom 
of '<;hose days, the judge had her whipped 
untU the blood came, in hopes that she would 
confess. 

Mary screamed, and wept, and continued to 
repeat that she was innocent, but in vain. 
Pale, trembling, and torn with blovi^» ^^ ^"^a. 
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again thrown into prison. Her wounds gave 
her great pain. Stretched on a bed of straw 
extremely hard, she passed half the night 
without sleep. She wept, groaned, prayed to 
God, who at last sent her a sweet and soothing 
sleep. The next day the judge had her brought 
again before his tribunal. As severity had an- 
swered no purpose, he endeavoured to draw 
from her an acknowledgment by mildness and 
flattering promises. " You have incurred the 
penalty of death — ^you have deserved to perish 
by the sword of justice; but confess where 
the ring is, and nothing shall be done to you. 
Consider it well — ^the choice is between life 
and death." 

Still Mary stood to her first assertion. The 
judge, who had remarked how much she loved 
her fetther, added, " If you persist in conceal- 
ing the truth — ^if you will not spare your own 
life, spare at least that of your aged fettheTi 
would you see Ids head, whitened by age, cut 
off by the hand of the executioner ? Who but 
he could have induced you to tell a &lsehood 
with so much obstinacy? Are you ignorant 
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tliat his life' as well as yours is at stake Y^ 
Terrified at this threat, Mary nearly funted. 
"Confess," said the judge, "that you have 
taken the ring. A single word, a syllable — 
only say yes — and you save your life and that 
of your fether." 

This temptation was great, and for some time 
Mary was silent. It was a moment of dreadfal 
tidal. Satan suggested that she could say, " I 
took the ring, but I lost it on the road." " No," 
thought she, afterward ; " no, it is better to ad- 
here to the truth. It is a sin to lie. Let it 
cost me what it will, I will not depart from the 
truth, even to save my own and my &ther's 
life. I will obey God and trust him for the 
rest." She then answered in a loud but tre- 
mulous voice, " If I say I had the ring, it would 
be a lie, and though this £EJsehood should save 
my life, I would not utter it. But," continued 
she, "if blood must be shed, spare at least the 
white hairs of my virtuous &ther. I shall be 
most happy to shed my blood for him." 

These words touched the hearts of the whole 
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of the bystanders. The judge himself with all 
his severity, coiild not help being moved : he 
remained silent, and made a sign for Mary to 
be conducted back to prispiL 
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CHAPTER VL 



MOURNFUL INTERVIEW. 



Thb judge found himself in great difficulty In 
coming to a decision. ''To-day is the third 
day," said he, " and we have advanced no far- 
ther than the first hour. If I foresaw any pos- 
sibility that the ring was in other hands, I 
should believe this young girl innocent. But 
all the circumstances are too clearly laid down 
against her. It is impossible that it can be 
otherwise. She must have stolen the ring." 
He returned to the Countess, and again ques- 
tioned her as to the most minute circumstances ; 
Juliette was also examined again: he passed 
the whole day in reviewing the testimony; and 
weighing each word that Mary uttered in her 
examination. In short, it was already very 
late when he sent to the prison for Mary's fa- 
ther to be brought to his house. "James," 
said he^ '^ I am known to be a ri^d Taa3^^^sv5X 
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you cannot reproach me of having eVer inten* 
tionally injured any one. You will believe, I 
hope, that I do not desire the death of your 
daughter: nevertheless, all the circumstances 
prove she must have committed the theft, and 
the law requires her death. The testimony of 
Juliette gives full evidence of the &ct. Not* 
withstanding, if the ring was returned, and the 
damage thus repaired, we might grant Mary a 
pardon in consideration of her youth. But if 
she persists with so much obstinacy in her guilty 
denial, this excess of perverseness must ruin 
her. Go to her, James — insist upon her return- 
ing the ring, and I pledge my word that then, 
and only then, she will not have to abide the 
penalty of death, but will be discharged with 
but a trifling punishment. You areher£sithery 
and have unbounded power over her. If you 
obtain nothing, what must be our conclusion 
but that you are an accomplice, and have par- 
ticipated in the crime 1 And I repeat, if the 
ring is not found, I pity your case." " I will 
speak as you desire to my daughter," answered 
James, ^* but that she has not stolen the ling 
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and that she will not acknowledge herself guilty, 
I know beforehand, although I will employ 
every means of finding it out ; and if it is neces- 
sary that she perish, notwithstanding her inno- 
cence, it is a £styour that I can behold her once 
more before the dreadful event." 

An officer was sent with the old man to the 
prison of Mary: he set the smoking lamp upon 
the little projection of the wall which was in 
one comer of her ceU, and upon which was an 
earthen plate containing the^ prisoner's supper, 
with an earthen pitcher fiiU of water. The 
poor girl as yet had eaten nothing. She was 
lying on the straw, and with her face turned 
towards the wall, and was dozing; but scarcely 
had she opened her eyes, and perceived the pale 
light of a lamp, than she turned over, and see- 
ing her father, uttered a cry of joy, and raised 
herself vrith a precipitation which caused her 
chains to sound. Then, nearly hunting, she 
threw herself upon his neck. The old man sat 
down with her upon her bed, and pressed her in 
his arms ; both remained for some time silent, 
and mingled their tears togetlvet, 5wx!k«3k ^ 
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length broke silence, and began to speak as his 
commission required. " Ah I my father," said 
Mary, interrupting him, ''you at least cannot 
doubt my innocence. Alas !'* continued she, still 
weeping, *' is there no one but what thinks me 
guilty, — ^no one, not even my father 1 Believe, 
dear father, that I am innocent." " Be com- 
posed, my dear child, I do believe you. What 
I have done is in compliance with the order I 
received." They again remained silent. James 
looked at Maiy, and saw her cheeks pale and 
hollow with grief, her eyes red, and swelled 
with weeping, her hair floated in disorder. 
" Poor child," said he, " God has put thee to a 
severe trial ; but I very much fear the most 
cruel, the most dreadful sufferings are yet to 
come. Alas ! perhaps the head of my young 
child will fall by the hand of the executioner." 
" Ah, my father," said Mary, " I care but little 

for mysel£ But you " "Fear not for 

me, my dear child," said the father, " I run no 
risk." "Oh," cried Mary, transported with 
joy, and without allowing her fsither time to 
finish, " if that is the case, my heart is relieved 
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of a great weight; all is well; my &ther, be 
assured I fear not death. I shall find my Gk)d, 
my Saviour, and I shall see my mother also in 
heaven. Oh ! what a happiness will this be." 

These words made a deep impression on the 
heart of the old man, and he wept like a child. 
" Well, God be praised/' said he, clasping his 
hands, " God be praised for the submissive dispo- 
sition I find you in. It is hard, very hard, for 
a man bowed down with the weight of years, 
for a tender fiither thus to lose his only child, 
the child of his love, and his only consolation 
here ; his last support, and the joy of his old 
age. However,'* continued he in a broken voice, 
" may the will of the Lord be done." A torrent 
of tears interrupted these words. " Yet one 
word," said he a moment after. '' Juliette has 
deposed against you. She has declared, on her 
oath, to have seen the ring in your hands. It 
is her testimony that condemns you, if you are 
to perish. But you pardon her 1 Is it not so? 
you do not take with you any feeling of hatred 1 
Alas ! even upon this straw, in the bottom of 
this dark cell, loaded with heavy chains, you are 
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still more happy than she is in the palace of her 
master^ clothed with silk and lace, and sur- 
rounded with attention. It is better to die in- 
nocent than to live dishonoured. Pardon her, 
Mary, as thy Saviour pardoned his enemies ; — 
Do you pardon her V^ Mary assured him that 
she did. " Now," said her £either, who heard 
the officer coming to separate them, '' I recom- 
mend you to God and his grace ; and if you are 
not to see me again — ^if this is the last time I 
am permitted to hold converse with you, my 
daughter, at least I will not be long in follow- 
ing you to heaven ; for I feel that I shall not 
survive this parting." The officer warned the 
old man that it was necessary to depart. Mary 
wished to retain him, and held him in her arms 
with all her strength; but her &ther was 
obliged to disengage himself as gently as he 
could, and Mary fell insensible on her bed. 

James was brought again before the judge. 
As soon as he entered he raised his hands to 
heaven and cried out, almost beside himself 
" She is innocent." " I am disposed," said the 
judge, "to believe it; but, unfortunately, I 
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}t judge from your testimony, nor that of 
daughter. I must pronounce sentence 
the nature of the testimony, and according 
lat is prescribed, even to the utmost rigour 
J law." 



( 
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CHAPTER VII. 

BANISHMENT. 

As may well be imagined, all were curious to 
know what would be the issue of this imfortu- 
nate affidr in which Mary was involved. Every 
well-disposed person trembled for her life ; for 
at this time the crime of theft was punished 
ynih great rigour, and the penalty of death was 
often inflicted for the theft of a sum not equal 
to the twentieth part of the value of the ring. 
The Count wished for nothing so much as to 
find Mary innocent. He read all the testimony, 
and conversed for hours at the time with the 
judge, without being able to convince himself 
of Mary*s innocence. The two Countesses, the 
mother and daught^, begged, with tears in 
their eyes, that Mary should not suffer death ; 
while her aged &ther spent days and nights 
supplicating, imceasingly. the Lord, that he 
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would be pleased to convince the world of the 
innocence of his daughter. 

Whenever Mary heard the ofl&cer enter with 
his keys, she thought that they were going to 
announce to her the time of her death. Mean- 
while the executioner was engaged in prepara- 
tion for the puinishment. Juliette in walking 
saw him engaged in this work, and her heart 
was overwhelmed by grie£ Horror seemed to 
deprive her of her presence of mind ; and when 
she sat down to supper she could touch no- 
thing, and every one saw that she was not in 
her ordinary spirits. She went to bed, but her 
sleep was disturbed, and more than once inhei 
dreams she saw the bloody head of Mary. Her 
remorse gave her no rest either day or night; 
but the heart of this wicked creature was too 
hardened to confess her falsehoods, and she was 
determined not to repair her £stult by a sincere 
acknowledgment. 

At length the judge pronounced the sen- 
tence. In consideration of Maiy*s extreme 
youth and (until now) unblemished reputation, 
the sentence of death was changed to that of 



66 THE BASKET 

the banishment of herself and &ther; for he 
considered her father, whether by the act, or 
whether by the education he had given her, 
had rendered himself an accomplice in her 
crime. Their possessions were to be sold to 
contribute aa £ur as they could to the reparation 
9i the loss which the Count had sustained, and 
to pay the expenses of the court. This sen- 
tence was to be carried into execution the next 
morning at the break of day. 

Mary and her father passed before the castle 
gate, conducted by an officer, when Juliette 
came out. Seeing that the affiur, contrary td 
all expectation, had taken a dijSerent turn from 
what she had anticipated, this cunning ghrl, 
destitute of every good sentitaient, regained her 
gaiety^ She had now accomplished exactly 
what she wanted. She always feared that in 
the end Mary would supplant her. This fbar 
was now dissipated. Her first aversion agamst 
James's daughter revived, and she rejoiced at 
her misfortune; in &ct, her bad heart had 
trained the ascendency. The Countess, seeing 
Mary's basket upm the »deboard, liad said to 
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Juliette, " Take away that basket, that I may 
never have it before my eyes. It arouses in 
me recollections so painfol, that I cannot he- 
boid it but ynih grief." Juliette had taken it, 
and was gcang away with it under her arm— 
" Stc^," said she, " here's your present, you can 
take it again ; my mistress wishes nothing from 
such people as you. Tour glory has passed 
away with your flowers for which you were so 
well paid, and it is a great pleasure for me to 
pve you your packages." 

She threw the basket at Mary's feet, re>en- 
tered the castle with a scornful smile, and shut 
the door with great yiolence after her. Mary 
took the basket in silence, with tears in her 
eyes, and continued her way. Her &,ther had 
not eren a cane to support his tottering steps. 
Mary possessed nothing but the basket. She 
turned more than a hundred times, her eyes 
wet with tears, towards her paternal roof, until 
the roof, the castle, and even the steeple of the 
church were hidden by a hill covered with trees, 
and disappeared from her sight. When the 
omccr }\s^. 'icvAvnff^ them to the lisfii\& ^aHW^^^ 
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county, considerably advanced in the forest, the 
old man, ovei*whelmed with anxiety and grief, 
seated himself upon the moss under the shade 
of an aged oak. " Come, my daughter," said 
he, and as he spoke he took Mary in his arms^ 
joined her hands in his, and raising them to 
heaven, said, " before we go on, let us thank 
God, who has taken us from a narrow and ob- 
scure prison, and who allows us to enjoy freely 
the sight of heaven and the freshness of the air 
— that God who has saved our lives, and has 
returned you, my dear child, to the embraces 
of your father." The aged man then fell, on 
his knees, and with deep gratitude of heart com- 
mended them both to the protection of their 
heavenly Father. After they had prayed thus 
together, (for Mary repeated from the bottom of 
her heart every word which her father had ut- 
tered,) they felt a wonderful consolation ; and 
a feeling of courage and extraordinary joy was 
shed over their hearts. At that moment God's 
providence began to favour them. Anthony, 
an old huntsman with whom James had been 
in service when he accompanied the Count in 
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his travels, had set out before daybreak to hunt 
a stag. " God bless you, James," said he, "it ' 
does me good to hear your voice : I am not then 
mistaken, it is true that they have banished 
you, but it is hard to see oneself obliged in one's 
old age to quit one's country." 

" As far as the arch of heaven extends," an- 
swered James, " the earth is the Lord's, and 
everywhere the watchful kindness of the Lord 
is upon us. Our country is in heaven." — " Tell 
me," answered the huntsman, in an accent of 
pity, " have they banished you just as you are, 
without giving you the necessary clothing for 
such a journey 1" " He who clothes the flowers 
of the field will know how to provide for us 
also," answered James. "Even so — ^you are 
supplied at least with money ?" said the kind- 
hearted huntsman. "We have a good conr 
science, and with that we are richer than if the 
stone upon which I sit was gold. My father 
was a basket-maker, and he taught me his trade 
besides that of gardening, in order that during 
the winter I might have a useful occupation. 
This has done more for me, and has provided 
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better for my future prosperity, than if he had 
left me three thousand crowns. A good con- 
science, health of body, an honourable trade, 
are the best and surest fortune that we can 
have on earth." ** God be praised," answered 
the huntsman, "that you can bear your misfor- 
tunes so welL I am forced to confess that you 
are right. It seems to me that you have yet a 
good resource in gardening ; but where will 
you go to get employment ?" " Very fiu*," 
answered James ; " where we are not known, 
where Qod will conduct us." "James," said 
the huntsman, "take this knotty cane : I sup- 
plied myself with it to assist me in climbing up 
the mountain, but I can get another — and 
here," continued he, drawing from his pocket a 
little leather puise, " here is some money, which 
I received in payment for some wood in the 
liamlet where I passed the night." 

" The cane I accept, and I will keep it in re- 
membrance of a generous man ; but as for the 
money, it is impossible for me to accept it : it 
is a payment for wood, and it belongs to the 
Count." " Good, old James, do not trouble 
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yourself about tliat> the Oount has already re> 
cdyed his money. Some yeare past a poor 
old man who had lost his cow could not pay for 
the wood whioh he had bought. I advanced 
hun the som^ and thought no more of it. Now 
he has extricated himself from his difficulties^ 
and yesterday, at the moment when I least 
expected it^ he returned it to me with thanks 
— ^it is truly a present which God sends you." 
" Well," ssld James, " I accept it, and may God 
return it to you. See, Mary, with what good- 
ness God provides for us even in the commence- 
ment of our dreaiy banishment. We have not 
as yet passed the limits of the county, and see, 
He sends us our good old friend, who has offered 
me a travelling cane, and who has given us 
money. I had not time to quit this seat before 
Heaven has heard my prayer. So, my daugh- 
ter, courage; God will watch over us." The 
old himtsman melted into tears, then took leave 
of them. " Farewell, honest James," said he, 
" £Eurewell, good Mary," extending his hand to 
both ; " I always thought you innocent, and 
think so stilL Do not despair. Po not let 
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does well, and has confidence in God, maj 
ciilate on Divine protection. May God be 
you." The huntsnum left them, and ben 
steps towards Eichbourg. James got np, 
his daughter by the hand, and they conti 
their way across the forest, not knowit 
what place they should stop — for they had 
no friend but Ood. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A GLEAM OP SDNSHINB. 

Mab7 and her &ther still con tinned their pidn- 
ful journey, and had already walked more than 
twenty miles without heing able to find a night^s 
lodging. The little money which they had was 
nearly exhausted, and they knew not where to 
obtain subsistence. It cost them a great trial 
to solicit charity, but they were obliged to sub- 
mit to it. They presented themselves before a 
great nmnber of doors, but they met with 
scarcely anything but repulses, accompanied 
by abuse. Sometimes they could only get a 
little piece of dry bread, and some water from 
the nearest fountain. Sometimes, indeed, they 
received a little soup or some greens, and here 
and there some remains of meat or pastry. 
After having passed several days in this man- 
ner, they were very glad to be allowed to sleep 
In a bam* 
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One day the road appeared endless^ as they 
travelled between hills and mountains covered 
with trees, and they had walked a long time 
without seeing any village, when the old man 
began to feel very weak. He fell, pale and 
speechless, at the foot of a lull covered with 
pines, on a heap of dried leaves. Maiy was 
overcome with fear and anxiety, and over- 
whelmed with grief. In vain did she seek a 
little fresh water in the neighbourhood — she 
could not find the least drop ; hi vidn did she 
cry for assistance — ^the echo alone answered her. 
On whatev^ side she looked, no house was 
to be seen. Although almost worn out with 
&tigue, she ran to the top of the hill, in hopes 
of having a better view of the surrounding 
country. At last she discovered behind the 
hill, and qxdte at its foot, a cottage, surrounded 
by rich fields and green meadows, and com- 
pletely shut in by the forest. She ran down, 
and arrived quite out of breath at this hut. 
With tears in her eyeb, she asked assistance in 
a broken voice. By God^s providence both the 
pc£tsant an^ his wife, who were advanced is 
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years^ were kbid-hearted people. The paleness^ 
and tears, and agony of the poor girl touched 
their sensibility. ''Pat a horse to the little 
waggon," said the &rmer's wile to her hus- 
band, '' we will bring this sick old man here." 
The &arm&e went out to get his horse, and to 
harness it; and his wife took two mattresses, 
an earthen pitcher of freak water, and a bottle 
of vinegar. A3 soon as Maiy knew that the 
waggon would be obliged to go round the hill, 
and that it was a good half-hour's ride, she 
went before with the water and Tiaegar, the 
same path by which she had come, and by this 
meana arrived sooner where she had left her 
&iher. He had recovered a little, and was sit- 
ting at Uie &ot of a pine-tree, and it was with 
great joy that he saw the return of his daugh* 
ter, whflse absence had caused lum some an- 
xiety. As soim as the &rmer and his wife ar- 
rivedy they placed him in the waggon, and 
carried him to the form, where they gave him 
a neat little room, a closet, and a kitchen, which 
were then unoccupied. The farmer^ wi£B made 
lum a nice bed, and a bench was sufficient for 
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Mary, who would not quit her &ther*8 pillow. 
The indisposition of James was but weakness, 
occasioned by bad food, bad rest, and the &- 
tigue of the journey. The good £sLrmer*B wife 
spared nothing to relieve the sick man, and 
even sacrificed some of their usual gratifica- 
tions. These kind people had been in the 
habit of going every year to a fur in the 
neighbouring village, but they agreed this time 
to remain at home, and to employ the money 
which they would have spent in procuring me- 
dicines and delicacies for the invalid. Mary 
thanked them with tears in her eyes. " Oh ! 
then," said she, " there are kind people every- 
where, and it is often in the most unlikely 
places that we find the most compassionate 
hearts." As the old man grew better, Mary 
was constantly seated beside her &ther*8 bed ; 
but she did not sit there idle — she had not her 
equal for knitting and sewing, and in these em- 
ployments she occupied herself with great in- 
dustry for the fEumer's household. She did 
not give herself a moment's rest The faumer's 
wife was enchanted with her taste for work 
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and her modest and reserved demeanour. By 
the great care which they had taken of James, 
and by the excellent food which they had 
given him, he was so far restored as to be able 
to sit up ; and, as idleness had always been in- 
supportable to him, he began again to resume 
hifl basket-making. Mary, as before, gathered 
for him branches of willow and hazel twigs, and 
his first production was a pretty little conven- 
ient basket, which he offered to the feirmer^s 
wife as a token of gratitude. 

He had exactly guessed her taste. The bas- 
ket was elegant, but strong and solid ; branches 
of willow, stained with deep red, and interwoven 
in the cover, formed the initials of the farmer's 
wife, and the date. The border was formed of 
green, brown, and yellow branches, represent- 
ing a cottage thatched with straw, on each side 
of which was a pine-tree. This pretty basket 
was the admiration of the whole house. The 
&rmer*s wife received the present with great 
joy ; and the allusion made to her farm, which 
was called the " Pine Cottage," gave her pe- 
culiar pleasure. When James fe\t VlVxos^^ 
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quite recovered, he Biud to his hosts, ** "Xe hnr% 
been long enough a bnrden to yoa ; it is time 
I should go and seek my fortune elsewhere." 
— '* What is the matter with you, my good 
James ?" said the &rmer, taking him by the 
hand. '^I hope we have not ofiended you. 
Why, then, should you wish to leate us 9 Ue 
year is already &r advanced. Do yoa mot see 
the leaves on the trees, how yellow they are 
turning ? Winter is at our doors. Bo y^ou 
wish to be sick again ?** James assured them 
he had no other motive for leaving them than 
the fear of being troubkeomew 

" Troublesome) indeed T* ssid the fiomer ; 
*' don't distress yourself about that ; in the little 
room where you are you cannot inoommode us 
in any way, and you gain enough te supply 
your wants.'* " Yes, yes," added the fiurmer's 
wife ; '* Mary alone earns enough with her needle 
and her knitting; and you, James, if you wish 
to continue to exercise the trade of basket- 
maker, be easy. Not long since, when I went 
to the pine«-mill, I took with me your pretty 
basket. All the ooontiy-women that were there 
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wished to have one like it. I will undertake 
to procure customers. You will not soon be in 
want of work." 

James and Mary consented to remain, and 
their hosts expressed a sincere pleasure at tliis 
determination. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

LESSONS FROM NATURE. 

James and Mary then fixed themselves in 
their habitation, their rooms famished in the 
most simple style, and only with what was ne- 
cessary. Mary thought herself very happy in 
being able to prepare the repasts of her father, 
and they led together a life of contentment 
While James was making baskets, and Mary 
was occupied with knitting and sewing, they 
amused each other with feuniliar conversation. 
Sometimes they spent their evening in the 
front room, and it was with great pleasure that 
their hosts, with the other inmates of the house, 
listened to the judicious reflections and instruc- 
tive recitals of Father James, as they called 
him. Winter, with all its severity, passed 
with them in the most agreeable manner. 
Quite near their house was a laige garden. 
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which was not very well kept : the farmer and 
his wife had too much to do in the field to give 
to gardening the necessary time, and, hesides, 
it was an art with which they were not familiar. 
James undertook to make of it a pretty flower- 
garden. 

He had made preparations during the autumn, 
and scarcely had the warmth of spring dissi- 
pated the winter's snow when he hegan his 
work, assisted hy Mary, and they were em- 
ployed from morning until quite late in the 
evening. The garden was divided into com- 
partments; the heds planted with all sorts of 
vegetahles, and bordered with gravel walks. 
Mary had no rest until her father brought her 
from the village (where he was in the habit of 
buying the seeds of vegetables) rose-trees, tulip 
and lily roots, and various kinds of garden 
shrubbeiy. She cultivated the most beautiful 
flowers, and among them were some which liad 
never been seen in this deserted and isolated 
place. The garden soon exhibited such a burst 
of verdure and richness, that the valley, until 
now overgrown with dark forest-trees^ ass^Tc^^ 
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quite a smiling appearance. The neighbourlrg 
orchard also appeared to thrive much better 
tinder James's hand, and brought forth fruit in 
greater abundance. 

The blessing of Heaven was upon everything 
he undertook. The old gardener had regained 
his cheerfulness ; he began again to make his 
remarks on the flowers, but without recurring 
to his old observations — ^he had always s/ome- 
thing new to say. During the first spring days 
Mary had sought for violets along the thicket 
which bordered their rustic ground. She wished, 
as usual, to ofifer the first bunch of them to her 
fiither. At last she found some beautiful ones 
which had a delightful perfiimdj and ran, 
transported with joy, to present them to him. 
" Verj' well,'* said her father, " seek and ye shall 
find. But listen," continued he ; ** it is to be 
remarked that these charming flowers, these 
beautiful flowers, delight to grow am<M]^ bram- 
bles, and it is here that we can find a lesson 
for ourselves. Who would have thought that 
in coming to this dark valley, all covered with 
woods, and in this thatched cottage, that we 
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should here find happiness ? Well, so it is, — 
there is no situation in life so thorny but that 
we may therein discover a peaceful happiness 
hid among the thorns. Have always, my child, 
ft firm trust in God, and to whatever adversity 
you may be exposed, inward peace will never 
foi*sake you." One day the wife of one of the 
villagers came from the city to buy some flax 
of the farmer, and brought her little boy with 
her. While she was engaged in examining the 
flax, in choosing and bargaimng, the child, 
having found the garden gate open, had gcme 
in, and began immediately to plunder a l&ill- 
blown rose-bush, but he scratched himself ter- 
ribly with the th<»ms. The mother and the 
farmer's wife ran to him as soon as they heard 
his cries. James and Mary ran also. The 
child, with his little hands all bloody, exclaimed 
against the rose-bush for having deceived him 
by its pretty flowers. " It is sometimes thus 
with us big children also," said James. " There 
is no pleasure which has not its thorns as well 
as this rose. We run towards it as if to seize it 
with both hands. One is led away \s»j ^\»s»Vb 
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for dancing or for play ; another by a taste for 
drink, or other vices still more shameful. Then 
we begin to weep and lament, and to detest 
pleasure. Do not let us then be foolishly daz- 
zled by the show of fine roses. Man is endowed 
with a soul to save ; it is not then necessary 
that we should blindly abandon ourselves to 
our propensities. We ought, without ceasing, t^ 
use all diligence to gain eternal life.*' 

One beautiful morning which succeeded a two 
days' rain, Mary and her &ther went into the 
garden, and found the first lilies in bloom, dif- 
fusing all their charms and all their magnifi- 
cence in the rays of the rising sun. Mary 
called all the people of the house, who for a 
long time were curious to see the lOies in bloom 
They were in an ecstasy of admiration. " What 
purity ! what whiteness ! such neatness entirely 
without blemish, not a spot !" " No, not one," 
said James, agitated; ^'and could it please 
Heaven that the consciences of men were as 
exempt, it would be a pleasing sight for God 
and angels. A pure heart can only daim con- 
nexion with heaven. How straight is the stem ; 
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how gracefully and nobly it raises itself, as a 
finger that points to heaven," added James. 
" I am happy to see this flower in the garden. 
There ought not to be a garden in the country 
where the lily is not found. Inclined as we are 
continually to lean towards the earth, we are 
prompted to forget heaven. The lily, which is 
80 upright, seems to teach us that in the midst 
of our troubles and labours we should raise our 
thoughts towards the celestial kingdom, and 
aspire to something better than the productions 
of earth. Every plant," continued he earnestly, 
and with a penetrating look, '^even the most 
delicate herbs, have a tendency to raise them- 
selves ; and if there are any too weak for self- 
support, as are these beans, and this hop, which 
we see in the midst of this hedge, it entwines 
itself and clambers around the pole. It is un- 
worthy of man that he alone in his desires and 
his hopes should wish to gro\el for ever in the 
earth." 

James was one day employed in placing young 
plants in a new-made bed — Mary was weeding 
at a little distance from him. ''This douhl^^ 
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labour," said the fether, "should be the only 
oecupation of all our Hfe. Our heart is a gar- 
den which the good God has giyen us to culti- 
vate. It is necessary that we should unceas- 
ingly apply ourselves to the cultivation of the 
good and the extraction of the evil which might 
there take root. Otherwise it is but unculti- 
vated ground. But let us scrupulously fulfil 
these two duties, and to this end let us implore 
the assistance and blessing of that God who makes 
the sun to shine, the dew and rain to &11, the 
plants to grow, and the fruit to ripen. Then 
will our hearts be a most deUcious garden, and we 
shall possess a paradise within ourselves." It was 
thus that James and Mary led an active and 
industrious life, mingling their instructive con- 
versations with their innocent pleasures. Three 
springs and three summers had glided away, 
and the happy days they had spent at Pine 
Cottage had almost caused them to forget their 
past misfortunes. But at the return of autumn 
they saw the crisanthemums displaying their 
red and blue flowers, the last ornaments of the 
garden. The leaves of the trees were clothed 
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in yanegated shades, and the garden was pre« 
paring for repoee during the winter. James 
felt sensibly the diminution of his strength, and 
felt more than once very uncomfortable. He. 
howeyer concealed his feelings from Maiy, fear* 
ing to distress her; but all his obserrations on 
the flowers were of a melancholy cast, and 
Maiy, who observed it, felt it from the bottom 
of her heart. One day she observed a rose 
which api>eared to be waiting until autumn to 
bloom. She wished to gather it, but the leaves 
of the folding flower fell off in her hand. '^ So 
it is with man," said her £ither. " In youth 
we resemble a rose newly opened, but our life 
fades as the rose : scarcely is it matured ere it 
is past. Pride not yourself, my dear child, upon 
the beauty of the body ; it is vain and fragile : 
aspire to the beauty of the soul, and piety will 
never wither." One day, towards evening, 
James ascended a ladder to gather some apples. 
He handed them to Mary, who arranged them 
in a basket. **How cold," said he, "is this 
autumn wind which whistles over this stubble 
fleld ; how it plays with the yellow leaves and 
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my white hairs. I am in my autumn, my dear 
Mary, and soon you will be too. Try to resem- 
ble this excellent tree, which produces fruit so 
valuable, and in so great abundance. Try to 
please the Master of this great garden, which is 
called the world." Mary was sowing seed for 
the following spring. " The day will come," 
said the old man, " when they will put us in 
the ground as you are putting these seeds ; it 
will cover us. But console yourself, my dear 
Mary, soon the grain is enveloped in the earth : 
when it is animated, if I may so speak, it sprouts 
from the earth in the form of a beautiful flower 
and raises itself triumphantly from the place 
where it was buried. We also shall rise one day 
from our tombs with splendour and magnifi- 
cence. Think of the future, my dear Mary, 
when you will follow me to the tomb. In the 
flowers which you will undoubtedly plant on 
my tomb, see the image of the resurrection and 
immortal life." 
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CHAPTER X. 



A STILL HEAVIER TRIAL. 



At the beginning of the winter, which threat- 
ened to be very severe, and which had ab*eady 
covered the mountain and valley with a very 
deep snow, old £either James was taken sick. 
Maiy begged him to allow the physician of the 
neighbouring village to come and see him ; and 
immediately the &rmer, who was always on the 
alert, went for him in a cart. The physician 
wrote his prescription, and Mary walked with 
him as far as the door to ask him if he had any 
hope of her fetther's recovery. The physician 
answered that he was in no immediate danger, 
but that his disease would become a consump- 
tion, and that, especially at his age, he could not 
be expected to recover. At this intelligence 
Mary nearly &inted. She wept, she sobbed, 
and could hardly be comforted. However, she 
wiped her tears, and endeavoured to appear calia 
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before she went to her feither, for fear of dis- 
tressing him. Mary attended her f&ther with 
all the care that a good daughter could hestow 
on a most beloved parent. She could read in 
his eyes all that he wanted. She watched whole 
nights near his bed. Did any wish to relieye 
her for fear that she herself would be sick^ and 
if she, after much persuasion, consented to rest 
for a few moments on her b^Qch, it happened 
very rarely that she ever closed her eyes. If 
her &ther coughed, she trembled ; if ho made 
the least stir, she immediately approached him 
softly and on tiptoe to inquire how he was. 
She prepared and brought to him, with the 
most delicate attention, the food which best 
suited his situation. She arranged his pillow, 
read to him, and prayed with him continually. 
Often when he dozed for a little while, she 
would stand by his bed with her hands clasped 
and her tearful eyes raised up to heaven. 

Mary had a little money which she had saved 
from the work of her own hands. She had 
earned it by spending veiy often half the night 
in sewing and knitting. This she made use ol 



OF FLOWERS. 91 

to the very last penny in procuring for her 
fiitherall that she thought would he of any 
service. The pious old man, although he felt 
himself occasionally a little stronger, was only 
too sure he was on his death-hed. But he was 
calm and perfectly resigned. He spoke of his 
approaching death with the greatest serenity. 
"Ah!" said Mary, crying hitterly, "do not 
speak thus, my dear £ither. I cannot hear the 
thought. What will hecome of me ? Alas ! 
your poor Maiy will no longer have any one 
upon earth." ** Do not cry, my dear child," 
said her £Either, holding out his hand to her 
" you have a kind Father in heaven. He will 
never fersake you, although your earthly &ther 
he taken away from you. I do not feel the 
least anxious about the manner in which you 
will gain a livelihood ; no, that distresses me 
not the least. The birds easily find their food. 
Will you not then find enough to nourish you ? 
Gk>d provides for the smallest sparrow; why 
will he not also provide for you 1 It is, indeed, 
another thing which distresses me/* continued 
he ; " it is that yon will be left in a wicked 
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world. Alas ! my dear child, you do not sus- 
pect the world of being half so wicked or cor- 
rupted as it is, or of containing half so many 
wicked people as it does. There will be mo- 
ments when you will feel inclined to do evil, — 
moments when you will allow yoiursel^ per- 
haps, to be persuaded, without much difficulty, 
that sin is not so very wrong. Listen to the 
advice which I now give you, and let the words of 
your dying father be for ever deeply impressed 
on your heart. Forbid every action, every 
speech, every thought for which you would 
have to blush if your £either knew it. Soon 
my eyes will be for ever closed. I shall no 
longer be here to watch over you. But re- 
member you have in heaven a Father whose eye 
sees everything, and reads the bottom of your 
heart." After a little while, when he had 
taken breath, he continued, " You would not 
wish to afflict, by a bad action, the £Either whom 
you have on earth; how much more then 
should you fear to offend that Father who is in 
heaven ! Look at me once more, Mary. Oh, 
if you ever feel the least inclination to do 
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\\Tong, think of my pale fsice, and of the tears 
which wet my sunken cheeks. Come to me, 
put your hand into mine, cold and withered, 
which will soon fidl into dust. Promise me 
never to forget my words. In the hour of 
temptation imagine you feel this cold hand 
which you now hold on the border of the grave. 
Poor child, you cannot see without weeping 
my piile and hollow cheeks. Ah ! know that 
everything passes away in this world. There 
was a time when I too had the bloom of health, 
and the fresh and vermilion tint which you now 
have. The time will come when you too will 
be stretched on your bed of death, pale and 
emaciated as you now see me, if Gk>d does not 
sooner take you to himself. The friends of my 
youth have disappeared like the flowers whicli 
have passed away with spring, ibid for whose 
place you seek in vain, like the dew which but 
for a moment sparkles on the flowers, and is 
gone." The next day James, believing that 
his end was near, though weak, yet felt it his 
duty and delight to continr^e his dying advice. 
** I have seen the world," siud he, ''as well as 
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other people, when I accompanied the yonng 
Count in his trav^ Was there anything in 
the large cities superb or magniBcent, I went 
there. I spent whole we^ in {Measure. Was 
there a brillisuit assembly, or a li^dy conver- 
sation, I saw and heard all, as well as my young 
master, I always had my share in the most 
exquisite meals, and of the scarcest wines, and 
always had more than I wished for. But all 
these noisy pleasures left me with an empty 
heart I here protest solemnly, that a few 
moments of peaceful contemplation and fervent 
prayer imder our arbour in Eichbourg, or under 
this thatch that covers us now, gave me more 
real joy than all — even on my death-bed I re- 
peat it — more than all the vain pleasures of 
this world. Seek, then, your happiness in the 
love and service of oar blessed Saviour. You 
will find him, and he will bless you. Tou 
know very well, my dear child, that I have not 
wanted for misfortunes in this life. Alas ! 
when I lost your mother, my heart was for a 
long time like a dry and barren garden, whose 
soil, burnt by the heat of the son, cracks ox)en 
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and seems to sigh for rain ; it is thus that I 
languished, thirsting for consolation ; at last I 
found it in the Lord. Oh ! my child, there 
will be days in your life when your heart elaq 
will he like a dry and barren ground. But do 
not feel distressed at it. The thirsty ground 
calls not in vain for rain. God sends the rain 
necessary for it. Seek your consolation in the 
Lord. This ccmsolation wiU refresh your heart 
as a sweet rain refreshes the thirsty earth. 
My dear child, let your confidence in God be 
unshaken. There is nothing he will not do 
for those he loves. He conducts us by grief to 
immingled happiness. Do you recollect, my 
good Mary, all the grief which you felt when, 
after our painful walk, I fell down with £sitigue 
in the middle of the road ? Well, this accident 
was the mecuu which the Lord made use of to 
procure for us the sweet rest ^fiMch we have 
eiyoyed for three years with these good people. 
Without this sickness we should either not 
have come before their door, or they would not 
have been touched with so much compassion. 
All the pleasures which we have here tasted^ 
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all the good which we have been enabled to do, 
all the happy days which we have here spent, 
are so many benefits wliich resulted from this 
sickness. It is thus, my dear Maiy, that in the 
troubles of this life we can find proofs of the 
divine goodness. If the liberal hand of the 
Lord has scattered with flowers mountains and 
valleys, forests and the banks of rivers, and 
even muddy marshes, to give us everywhere 
the opportimity of admiring his tenderness and 
goodness, he has also imprinted on all the 
events of our life evident traces of his great 
wisdom, and of his compassionate love for men, 
in order that an attentive mind may learn by 
them to love and adore Him. Every one cai. 
observe them in his own life, if he is capable of 
a little attention. Kever liave we had more to 
suffer than when you were accused of a theft, 
when you were chained and likely to be con- 
demned to death, when we were together weep- 
ing and lamenting in prison. Well, this evil 
trial has been a source of good to us. Yes, it 
seems that now this benefit is visible ; when 
the young Countess distinguished you from the 
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other young girls, did you the honour to admit 
you to her company, made you a present of a 
beautiful gown, and wished you to be alwa^'s 
near her, no doubt you thought yourself very 
happy. But it was to be feared that these 
honours, these superfluities, these advantages, 
would render jou vain, trifling, fond of tlie 
things of this world, and apt to forget Qod. The 
Lord then consulted our interest only, when he 
changed our situation and made us unhappy. 
In misery, in poverty, in prison, we have lived 
near to him ; he has conducted us &r from the 
dissipations of a corrupt world into this rude 
country, where he has prepared for you a better 
dwelling. Ton are here like a flower which 
embellishes the most secret solitude, where it 
has nothing to fear from the hand of man. It 
is he, it is this good and fiuiihful God, who 
wishes to give a still more happy turn to the 
misfortunes which you have sufiered. Tes, I 
firmly believe he has answered my prayer — ^yes, 
he will one day show the world your innocence. 
When this time shall come I may be no more ; 
but, convinced as I am of your innocftaaa^^ V 
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need not to see you justified in order to diA 
tranquilly. Yes, Maiy, the pain which you 
have suifered will yet be the means of leading 
you to joy and happiness on earth, though this 
kind of happiness is the least, and to see that 
God's great design in afflicting us was to pre- 
pare us for heaven, to which we can arrive only 
through suffering and tribulation. Thus in 
misfortune let not care trouble your soul ; be- 
lieve that God's tenderness watches over you, 
and that his care will be sufficient for you, in 
whatever place he chooses to conduct you, in 
whatever painful situation you may be placed, 
say * it is the place — the most advantageous si- 
tuation for me, notwithstanding all that I suf- 
fer.' Believe that it is exactly the place to 
perfect your virtuCj^and for you to do the will 
of your Saviour who died for you." 

So much exertion caused the old man to 
faint ; but after a few hours he continued his 
advice. " A gardener assigns to each plant the 
spot he thinks will be the most proper to make 
it prosper. In the same manner God assigns 
to every believer that station in life which 
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suits him best, and in which he will make the 
greatest progress in holiness. And thus, my 
dear Mary, as he has until now turned to your 
advantage all your misfortunes, he will also bless 
to you my last sickness and death. I cannot 
pronounce the word death without causing you 
to shed a torrent of tears. Do not think that 
death is so terrible. Let us once more speak as 
we formerly did in our garden at Eichbourg. 
You know what happens at the beginning of 
spring: small and weak plants sprout out to- 
gether from narrow and moist beds ; it is not 
then supposed that they will become magnifi- 
cent flowers or precious fruits, and indeed they 
will bear neither fruits nor flowers if they re- 
main crowded in this narrow space ; they will 
want room ; and the gardener who placed them 
there does not wish them to remain there and 
die. He wishes to transplant them in an open 
space, where they may be revived by the pure 
air, and exposed under the azure of a beautiful 
sky, to the golden rays of the sun. At last, wa- 
tered by rain and dew, they put forth leaves, 
and shine ip all their beauty. It wafialwvs^ ^ 
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pleasure to you \vhen I tran^lanted these yotmg 
Bhootsy for you used to say they crowded one 
another in the heds. You were only satisfied 
when they were in an open space. *Now,' yon 
would say, * they will grow finely — I think that 
I see it already.' My dear daughter, we are 
poor weak plants ; the earth which we inhahit 
is a narrow hed ; this is not our abode — ^here we 
are but miserable vegetables ; but we are des- 
tined to become something more magnificent. 
That is the reason why God transplants us into 
large and superb gardens — ^in a word, to heaven. 
Cease your weeping, my dear child : see how 
better I bear my prospect of departure. OhJ 
how I rejoice to go so soon to my Saviour; 
what a happiness to be delivered from this body 
which has done so much evil in the world, and 
to be with Christ for ever ! Dear Mary, do you 
remember the great pleasure we took in our 
garden on a beautiful spring nioming ? Heaven 
is compared to the most beautiful of all gardens, 
where an eternal spring for ever reigns : it is 
for this delightful country that I am going to 
set out. Oh ! continue to serve Qod. and we 
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eliall be there at last united. Here we have 
been together only to suffer tribulations without 
number — we have been separated only to weep 
and lament. But there we shall remain toge- \ 
ther in the midst of joy and beatitude, without' 
the fear of separation. Mary, live always close 
to God, and if you are reserved for a happy life 
here below, let not these passing joys make you 
forget the joys of eternity: then your mother 
and I shall meet our daughter in heaven. Do 
not then weep, my dear child, but rather rejoice 
in the prospect of the future." 

It was thus that this good iGskther attempted 
to console his daughter, who was soon to be left 
alone on the earth. It was thus that he en- 
deavoured, by lus advice, to preserve her from 
the corruptions of the world. Every word was 
a good seed which fell on well-prepared ground. 
" I have caused you much grief and many tears, 
my dear child; but they are salutary tears. 
Seeds sown among tears take root more easily, 
and thrive much better; they are like grain 
which when sown is watered by the soft showers 
of spring." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE DEATH OF JAMBS. 

Ween Mary found that her father could not 
survive much longer, she went to Erienbrunn, 
the parish to which Pine Cottage belonged, and 
told the minister of the illness of her &ther. 
This minister was an exemplary and pious man. 
He paid James a number of visits, and had 
some of the most edifying conversations with 
him, and failed not to console Maiy with some- 
thing like fatherly affection. One afternoon he 
found that the old man*s debility sensibly in- 
creased. James requested Maiy to leave the 
room for a moment, that he might converse 
alone with the minister. He soon called her 
in again and said, " My dear Mary, I have set- 
tled all my worldly affairs, and am now ready 
to dejjart and be with Christ," Mary was dis- 
tressed, and had great difficulty in restraining 
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lier tears, for she saw that the £a.tal moment 
was not far ofiF. But she immediately recovered 
herself, lest he should be distressed. James 
spent the remainder of the day and evening in 
silent prayer. He was in a state of holy medi- 
tation, and spoke but very little. The next 
day he received at the hands of the minister the 
bread and wine, symbols of the body and blood 
of Chiist. Faith, love, and hope of eternal life, 
had made his venerable countenance radiant 
with celestial happiness. Tears of fervour ran 
down his cheeks. Mary, on her knees beside 
his bed, trembled, wept, and prayed. The 
farmer, his wife, and all their household, con« 
templated this edifying scene with lively emo- 
tions. Their hands were clasped, and you 
might see the tears streaming from every eye. 
" Now," thought Mary, " I feel my heart 
soothed, and I am much consoled ; it is indeed 
true that the religion of Jesus Christ affords 
us, at the hour of death, celestial consolation." 
In the meantime James felt his end rapidly ap- 
proaching. The former and his wife honoured 
and cherished him as their best friend, and 
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blessed the hour that brought him to their 
house. They tendered to him every poflsihle 
service ; and came frequently eyeiy day to the 
door of his little chamber to know how he was. 
And Mary was sure to ask them each time if 
they did not think he would recover. Once the 
&nner answered her, and said, *' Certainly he 
cannot survive the coring." From that time 
Mary continually sat at her little window, and, 
trembling, watched the budding of the flowers 
in her garden. Until now, the return of spring 
had always filled her with joy; but now the 
leaves of the gooseberry bushes and the budding 
of the flowers filled her with sadness. The 
joyous chirping of the chaffinch overwhelmed 
her with terror ; and when she saw the snow- 
drop and primrose she was deeply afifected. 
" Ah !" said she, " everything is renewed — 
everything in nature smiles, and must my &r 
ther only die ? and must there be for him alone 
no hope ?*' And then checking herself she 
raised her eyes to heaven, and said, '^ No hope ! 
no, no ! Jesus has said he shall not die. He 
is only divested of this earthly tabernacle, and 
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it is only above that he commences really to 
live." 

It gave the old man pleasure to hear Mary 
read to hun, she did it in so sweet and clear a 
voice. During the latter part of his illness he 
wished to hear nothing better than the last 
words of Jesus, and his last prayer. Once dur- 
ing the night his daughter was sitting beside 
his bed, the beams of the moon shone so much 
Into the room that the light of the taper was 
scarcely visible. "Mary," said the invalid, 
" read me once more that beautiful prayer of 
our Saviour." Opening her &ther*s Bible she 
began to read. ^* Now," said he, " give me the 
book, and light me a little." Mary gave him 
the book, and placed the candle nearer. '* Now," 
said he, ^ this will be the last prayer that I 
shall make for you." He marked the passage 
with his finger, and prayed in a trembling 
voice: "0 Father, I have not long to re- 
main in this world. I am going, I dare hope 
it, I am going to thee, my Father. Oh, preserve 
this my child from sin, for thy name^s sake. 
While I have been on earth, I have endeavoured 
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in thy name to preserve her from it. But, 
Lord, I am now going to thee. I do not ask 
thee to take her to thee, but only to preserve 
her from harm. Let thy holy truth support 
her — thy word is truth. Grant, heavenly 
Father, that the child which thou hast givea 
me may he at last admitted to the place where 
1 hope to go, through Jesus my Saviour. 
Amen." Mary, who stood beside his bed bathed 
in tears, repeated as well as her sobs would let 
her, "Amen." "Yes," continued he, "yei^ 
my dear daughter, there we shall see Jesus in 
his kingdom which he had from the beginning 
of the world, and there we shall see each 
other." 

He again lay down on his pillow to rest a 
little. He continued to hold the book in his 
hand. It was the Bible ; he had bought it 
since he left Eichbourg, with money saved 
from his scanty earnings. " Dear Mary," said 
he, some moments afterwards, " I thank you 
again most sincerely, for all the affection and 
tenderness which you have shown me since my 
illness commenced, and which will be the last 
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I shall feel. You have fiuthfiilly ohserved the 
fifth commandment. Trust in your heavenly 
Father, Mary, and you will receive of him your 
reward, poor and abandoned as I am obliged to 
leave you in this world, for I can give you no- 
thing but my blessing and this book. Be al- 
ways pious and good, and this blessing will not 
be without effect. The blessing of a father, 
with confidence in the Lord, is better for a vir- 
tuous child than the richest inheritance. Take 
this Bible, and let it be a remembrance of thy 
father. It cost me, it is true, but a few shil- 
lings, but let it be fedthfully read, the precepts 
therein contained put in practice, and then I 
shall have left you the richest treasure. If I 
had left you as many pieces of gold as the spring 
produces leaves and flowers, with all that mo^ 
ney you could not buy anything better; for 
this book contains the word of God. Read in 
it every morning — no matter what work you 
have to do, time should always be found for 
that — read at least one passage — preserve it and 
meditate upon it in thy heart during the day. 
If you discover any obscurity, pray ft>r the 
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Holy Spirit to enlighten yon, as I have always 
practised. What is of most importance in this 
book may be understood by everybody, and it 
is to that yon must attach yourself and it is 
that you must practise; and it contains that 
which fails not to draw upon you the blessing 
of Heaven. This passage alone, ' Consider the 
UUes of the held,' has afforded me more les- 
sons of wisdom than all the books which I read 
in my youth ; and besides that, it has been the 
source to me of a thousand pleasures, and my 
innumerable afflictions would have been char- 
acterized by an unceasing anxiety, I should 
have been discouraged and dejected, if this 
passage had not afibrded a serene and submis- 
sive heart." 

About three o'clock the next morning, James 
faintly said, " I feel very ill--open the window 
a little." Mary opened it ; the moon had dis- 
appeared, but the sky covered with stars pre- 
sented a magnihcent spectacle. "See how 
beautiful the sky appears," said the sick man ; 
" what are the flowers of earth when compared 
with these stars, whose beauty suffers no dimi* 
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nution ; it is there I am now going — ^what joy I 
Come, Lord Jesus — come quickly." On saying 
these words he fell upon his bed, and died the 
death of a Christian. Maiy thought he had 
only fiednted, for she had never seen any one 
die, and did not think he was so near his end ; 
nevertheless in her fright she awoke all the &- 
mily ; they ran to the bed of James, and then 
she heard them declare he was dead. She 
threw herself upon the body of her &.ther, em- 
braced it, and wept — ^her lips pressed upon his 
wan and pale visage. The tears of the daugh- 
ter mingled with the cold sweat of the &theA 
who had ceased to live. " Oh, my father — ^my 
good father," said she ; ^' how shaU I acquit my* 
self of all the obligations I am under ! Alas ! I 
cannot — I can only thank you for all the words, 
for all the good advice that I have received 
from that mouth, those lips, now sealed in 
death. It is with gratitude that I kiss your 
hand, now cold and stiff, — ^that hand which 
has bestowed on me so many benefits, and 
which has laboured so much for my good. 
Oh ! ' let me die the death of the righteous.' 
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It is certain that this life is nothing — ^really 
nothing. What happiness must there be in 
heaven and in everlasting life ! That is now 
my only consolation." 

This was a heart-rending scene. At last the 
former's wife, after persuading Mary for some 
time, prevailed upon her to lie down. Nothing 
would induce Mary during the following day to 
leave the body of her feither. She read, wept, 
and prayed until morning. Before the coffin 
lid was nailed down, Mary took one more look 
at her father. "Alas!" said she, "it is the 
last time that I shall ever behold your venera- 
ble face. How beautiful it was when you 
smiled, and it shone with the glory into which 
you were going to enter 1 Farewell — ^ferewell, 
my fether," cried she, sobbing aloud; "may 
your mortal remains rest peaceably in the bo- 
som of the earth, now while the angels of the 
Lord are, as I hope, bearing your soul to eter- 
nal rest." She took a bunch of rosemary, of 
primroses as yellow as gold, and violets of a 
deep blue. She made a bouquet of them, and 
placed them on the bosom of her fother^ who 
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during his life had sotvti and cultivated so many 
flowers. May these flowers, the first-firuits oi 
the earth, be," said she, " an image of your 
future resurrection ; and this rosemary, always 
green, the symbol of the pious recollection that 
will be for ever engraven on my heart." When 
they began to nail down the cofl&n lid, every 
stroke of the hammer caused her so much emo- 
tion that she almost fainted. The fermer's 
wife led her into the next room, and begged 
her to lie on the bed to recover herself. After 
the departure of the funeral, Mary, dressed in 
a suit of mourning, which one of the girls of 
the village had given her, followed close to 
the body of her father. She was as pale as 
death, and every one pitied this poor for- 
saken orphan, who now had neither &.ther nor 
mother. 

As Mary's fiither was a stranger at Erlen- 
brunn, they dug a grave for him in the comer 
of the cemetery against the wall. Beside this 
wall were two large pine-trees which shaded 
the tomb. The curate preached a touching 
funeral sermon in respect for the dec^ja&sA* 
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He had taken for his text these words of Jesus : 
'^ Except a com of wheat fiskll into the ground 
and die^ it abideth alone ; but if it die, it bring- 
eth forth much fruit,'' John xii. 24. He 
spoke of James's patience, and of the resigna- 
tion with which he bore all the misfortunes 
which had fetUen to his lot, and the good ex- 
ample he had set for those who knew him. 
He ofifered consolations to the orphan, who 
was overwhelmed with grief He thanked, in 
the name of the deceased, the fEirmer and his 
wife, who had so well proved to Mary and her 
&ther the kindness of their hearts. In shorty 
he begged them to be &.ther and mother to 
Mary, who had no longer any parents. When 
ever Mary attended divine service at Erlen- 
brunn she never fedled to visit the tomb. She 
went also everj"^ Sunday evening, when she 
had an opportunity, to visit the tomb of her 
father, and to weep over his cherished remains. 
"Nowhere," would she say, "have I prayed 
with so much fervour as here at my fEither's 
grave. Here the whole world is nothing to 
me. I feel that we belong to a better world. 
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My heart siglis for that country, because I daily 
feel the evil of the one in which I now am." 
She never left the grave without having made 
good resolutions to despise the pleasures of the 
world, and to live only to her Gk>d. 



"W 
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CHAPTER XII. 

MART STILL SOWING IN TEARS. 

From the time of her fether's death Mary was 
always sad. The flowers had m her eyes lost 
all their beauty ; and the pines near the feurm 
looked as though they were clothed in black. 
Time, it is true, moderated her grief, but soon 
she had new trials to undergo. Great changes 
had taken place in the Pine Farm since the 
death of her fether. The fitrmer had given the 
farm to his only son, a man of good temper and 
amiable disposition, but unhappy in the choice 
of his wife, whom he had married a short time 
before. She was called handsome, and was 
possessed of considerable property. But she 
was vain of her beauty, and cared for nothing 
but gain : pride and avarice had by degrees im- 
printed on her features an expression of harsh- 
ness so striking, that with all her beauty her 
looks were repulsive. She violently opposed 
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n;Iigion,and not having the wholesome restraints 
of the gospel, if she knew that anything would 
give her £ij^her and mother pleasure, she did 
just the contrary ; and if ever she gave the food 
which was their due according to the contract, 
it was always with a had grace and sordid par- 
simony. She sought continually to mortify 
them, and made their lives continually miser- 
ahle. These good people retired into the little 
hack chamher, and they seldom appeared in the 
front room. The young hushand was no longer 
at his ease; this wicked woman overwhelmed 
him with the grossest ahuse, and cast into his 
teeth a hundred times a-day the money she 
had brought him. If he would not spend the 
day in quarrelling and disputing, he was obliged to 
suffer in silence. She would never quietly allow 
him to visit his parents, for fear, as she said, he 
would give them something secretly. In the 
evening, after he had finished his work, he 
scarcely dared to go near them. He found them 
almost always seated in sadness beside each 
other on the same bench : he would take a seat 
by them, and complain of his hard lot. "YT^VLJ' 
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said the old £Either, "so it is. You sufi 

yourself to be dazzled by tiie brilliancy of 

gold, and by her rosy cheeks; I yielded 

easily to your wishes, and thus we are 

punished. We should have thought of 

good advice of old James: he was an ez] 

enced man, and never approved of this m 

when it was talked of during his life. I 

remember every word he said on the sul 

and I have thought of it more than a thou 

times. Do you remember/' said he to 

wife, *' of having one day said, ' But ten t 

sand florins, however, make a handsome sun 

'A handsome sum,' said James; ^no, for 

flowers you see in your garden are a thou 

times more beautiful Perhaps you meant to t 

is alarge and heavy sum. I will acknowledge 

He must have good shoulders who can be 

without being bowed down to the earth, 

without becoming a poor wretch, unable to 

his head to heaven. Why then wish f 

much money 1 You have never wanted 

thing; so &r from it, you have always 

Jonore than sufi^ent. Believe me^ too i 
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money engenders arrogance. Bain is nsefdl 
and necessary ; but when too much &lls there 
is great danger of its destroying the most healthy 
plants of the garden.' 

<< These are exactly the words of the old Mend 
we have lost, and I think I still hear him. And 
you, my son, onee said to him, ' She is a charm- 
ing person, and is beautiful and fresh as a rose.' 
'Flowers,' answered the wise old man, 'have 
not beauty only,— they are usefal and pretty 
at the same time. They make us many rich 
presents ; the bee extracts from them pure wax 
and delicious honey. Without piety, a beautiful 
exterior is but a rose upon paper, a miserable 
trifle, without life and without perfume, which 
produces neither wax nor honey.' Such were 
the reflectioi^ which James frankly made before 
us. We would not listen to him — ^now we 
know how to appreciate his advice. That which 
appeared to us then so great a happiness is 
now to us the height o;f misfortune. Qod give 
us the grace to bear our misfortunes with pa- 
tience." 

It was thus that they used to talk together. 
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Poor Mary had also much to suffer. The old 
people were obliged to occupy the back room. 
She therefore gave up her place to them. The 
young farmer's wife had two rooms empty, but 
through unkindness she gave Mary the most 
miserable apartment in the house, — ^ill-treated 
her in every possible way, and loaded her with 
abuse. There was nothing but fiiult-finding 
from morning till night. Mary did not work 
enough, and did not know how to do anything 
as it ought to be done. It was very plainly 
to be seen by the poor orphan that she was 
despised, and a trouble to the house. The old 
man and his wife were not in a situation to 
offer her any consolation ; they had enough to 
do with their own griefe. She thought often 
of going away, but where to go she knew not. 
She asked the minister's advice. "My dear 
Mary," said the good minister, " to remain any 
longer at the Pine Farm is a thing impossible. 
Your father gave you an excellent education, 
and taught you all that was necessary for a 
village housekeeper. But at the Pine Farm 
they require more than the work of a robust 
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man-servant. They put upon you labour which 
is beyond your strength, and wliich does not 
suit you. However, I do not advise you to 
leave there immediately and to go and seek 
your fortune at once. The best advice I can 
give you is, to remain where you are for the 
present; to work as much as you can, and to 
wait patiently imtil the Lord shall deliver you 
from the state of oppression under which you 
sigh. The Saviour who raised you to another 
condition is still able to sustain you. I will 
endeavour to get you a place in an honest and 
Christian family. Pray; have confidence in 
God ; bear with this trial, and God will arrange 
it all.'* Mary thanked him, and promised to 
follow his good advice. 

There was no tjpot on earth that Mary loved 
better than the tomb of her father. She had 
planted a rose-tree there. "Alas!" said she, 
while she planted the shrub, "if I could remain 
here always, I would water you with my tears, 
and you would soon be covered with flowers 
and leaves." The rose-tree was already green, 
and the buds began to open their purple cups. 
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^ My fiither was right,'' said Mary, '^ when he 
compared human life to a roee-tree. Some- 
times it is quite naked and stripped ; it offers 
to the eye nothing but thorns. But wait a lit- 
tle^ and the season will again come when it 
shall be decked anew in fbliage, and robed in 
the most beautiful flowers. This is now for me 
the time of thorns, but God forbid that I should 
be cast down by it. I believe your word, best 
of &thers. Perhaps I may see verified in my 
life your maxim — ' Patience produces roses.' ** 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE LAST AND HEAYISST TRIAL. 

In the midst of all Mary's troubles, the 25th tf 
July arrived, the anniversary of her £Either^s 
birthday. Until then it had always been to her 
a day of joy, but this time she hailed with 
tears the rising of the sun, whose gilded raya 
illumined her chamber. Previously she had 
always prepared for this day something which 
she knew would give her fiither pleasure ; but 
now he was gone. The country people in the 
neighbourhood were in the habit of ornament- 
ing with flowers the tombs of their dearest 
friends, particularly at the time of such anni- 
versaries. They had often entreated Mary to 
give them flowers, and she always took plea- 
sure in gratifying their wishes. She now 
thought of decorating her Other's tomb in the 
same manner. The beautifiil basket which had 
been the first cause of her unhappiness was 
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before her on the cupboard. Maiy took it and 
filled it with flowers of all colours and with 
fresh leaves, carried it to Erlenbrunn an hour 
before divine service, and deposited it on her 
father's tomb. Her tears, in fEdling on the 
nosegay, resembled drops of dew, "Oh! the 
best and dearest of fethers," said she, '*you 
have strewed with flowers the path of life for 
me. If I cannot do as much for you, I will at 
least ornament your grave with flowers." Mary 
left the basket on the tomb ; she had no fear 
that any one would dare to steal either the 
basket or the flowers. At a little distance the 
country people contemplated this offering with 
joy mingled with pity, blessed in their hearts 
James's pious daughter, and prayed for her 
prosperity. 

The following day, as the people of the ferm 
were making hay in a large meadow situated 
beyond the forest, a piece of fine linen, which 
was spread out on the grass near a rivulet, a 
few steps from the house, suddenly disappeared. 
The young farmer's wife did not miss it until 
the evening. Suspicious as all misers are, her 
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suspicions immediately fell on Mary. The good 
father James, far from concealing the history of 
the ring, had related it to the old farmer and 
his wife. Their son, who had heard it, impru- 
dently related it to his wife. In the evening, 
when Mary, a rake on her shoulder and an 
earthen pitcher in her hand, came into the 
house with the servants, this wicked w^oman 
came out of the kitchen, and met her with a 
torrent of abuse, and ordered her to return the 
linen immediately. The poor girl answered 
with mildness that it was impossible she could 
have taken the linen, as she had passed the 
whole day in the hay-field with the people of 
the house ; that a stranger might easily have 
taken advantage of a moment when there was 
no one in the kitchen to commit the theft. 
This conjecture was indeed the truth. But the 
farmer's wife began to scold in a frightful tone. 
" Thief !" cried she, " do you think I am ignor- 
ant of the theft of the ring, and what difficulty 
you had to escape the sword of the execu- 
tioner ? Begone as soon as possible ! There is 
no room in my house for creatures like you." 
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^' It is too late," said the husband, " to send her 
now. The son is setting. Let her sup with 
us, as she has worked hard all day in an exces- 
sive heat ; consent to keep her only this one 
night." " Not even an hour/' said the wicked 
woman. The husband soon saw that advice 
would only serve to irritate her still more; he 
was therefore silent Mary made no answer 
to the accusations of the &rmer*s wife. She 
wrapped up the little she had in a clean nap- 
kin, quite large enough to contain all, put the 
little bundle under her arm, thanked the inha« 
bitants of the Pine Farm for the services they 
had done her, protested once more her inno- 
cence, and asked permission ta take leave of 
her bene£Ekctors. " You may do that," said the 
fismner's wife, with a disdainful nnile; '* and if 
you wish to take with you these two old grey- 
headed people it will give me great pleasure. 
Otherwise, it is evident, death designs not to 
rid me of them for some time." The gpod old 
people had heard tiiis noise, and both wept. 
However, they consoled Mary as well as they 
could, and gave her some money to assist her. 
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on her jonrney. ** Qo, good girl/' said they to 
h^, ^'and may God conduct yon.*' 

Mary set out towards the close of the day 
with her little bundle under her arm, and be* 
gan to dimb up the mountain, following a nar- 
row road in the woods. She wished to visit 
once more her £Either's tomb. When she cam^ 
out of the forest the village dock struck seven, 
and before she arrived at the graveyard it was 
nearly dark ; but she was' not afraid to pass the 
night in the midst of the graves. She went to 
her Other's tomb, and her tears fell in torrents. 
The full moon shone through the dark foliage 
of the two pines, and illumined, with a silver 
light, the roses on the grave, and the Basket 
OF Flowbbs. An evening breeze blew with a 
soft murmur among the branches of the pine- 
trees, and agitated in turn the trembling leaves 
of the rose-tree planted on the tomb. ''My 
dear fether," said Mary, "why are you not 
still here to hear my complaints? But it is 
better, and it is a blessing for which I thank 
God, that you do not live to witness this afflic- 
tion. You are now happy, and inaccessibU tA 



gik'f. Oh I why am I not Trith you I Al, 
never was I bo much to be pitied as m 
^'hgn tlio moon illumined my pHaon throi 
the iron bare, you were then alive. Oh ! : 
dear father, now it illuinijies your gra 
When I was driven from my countiy tha 
loved fio rauchj at least you were left me, ani 
liad in you a good lather, a protector, a 
&ithful friend. Now, I have no one. Pe 
forsaten, suspected of crime, a stmnger- — I i 
alone in the world, and know not where to 1 
my head. A little corner remained to mo 
this earth — one little corner, and behold I ! 
driven from it. My last consolation was 
come from time to time and weep on yc 
grave ; of this also I am deprived." At thi 
words she began again to weep. "Alas I" si 
sliB, " I dare not at this hour beg an aayk 
for the lu'ght. If I relate why I was turn 
out of doors, no one, porhajra, will consent 
receive me." Slie looked around her. Agaii 
the graveyard wall, and near lier fathe 
tomb, was a gravestone, very old, and cover 
over with moss. As the inscription had be 
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effiiced, it was left there as a bench. " I will 
sit down on this stone," said she, '^ and pass the 
night near the tomb of my father. It is per- 
haps the last time I shall ever be here. Per- 
haps I shall never again see this tomb, which is 
so dear to me. To-morrow, before daybreak, 
if it be the will of God, I shall continue my 
route, and I will go whither his hand may di- 
rect me." 



CHAPTER XI7. 



Mars sat down on the stone near the mall, 
under tlie thick foliage of a pine, which covi 
her with its darfe hranches. She hid her 
in her handkerchief, all bathed in tears, 
soul was troubled, and she breathed from 
bottom of her heart prayers so fervent that 
guage would fail to express them. Scar 
had she finished when she heard a sweet t 
calling her &miliarl; by her name, "M. 
Waij." 8iie looked and trembled. Then 
Bsw e. being with a beautiful face and ele( 
figure ; she was dressed in a long robe as w 
as snow, on which the mini n shone with bri) 
nesB. Mary could see her distinctly, ( 
frightened and trembling, she was about to 
"Dear Majy," a^d this being, in the most s 
ble manner, " be not alarmed ; I am bi 
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mortal like yourself; but I come to your as- 
sistance. God has heard your fervent prayers. 
Look at me ; is it possible you do not know 
me Y* With an exclamation of surprise Mary 
cried, " Is it you — the Countess Amelia ? Oh, 
how did you did get here — ^here, in so frightful 
a place, at this hour of night, so Hblt from your 
home?*' The Countess raised Mary gently 
from the ground, pressed her to her heart, and 
kissed her tenderly. "Dear Mary," said she, 
" we have been doing you great injustice. You 
have been ill rewarded by the pleasure you 
gave me by the present of the Basket of Flowers. 
But at last your iimocence is recognized. Ah ! 
can you forgive us 1 Can you forgive my par- 
ents and me t Come, we are ready to repair 
everything as fur as it lies in our power. For- 
give us, dear Mary." 

" Do not speak thus," said Mary ; " consider- 
ing the circumstances, you used a great deal of 
indulgence towards me. Ko, I have never 
nourished the least resentment towards you. I 
only thought of your kindness with gratitude ; 
my only sorrow was that you and your dt:ar 
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parents should regard me as an ungratefdl and 
wicked girl ; — ^my most ardent desire was, that 
you might one day be convinced of my inno- 
cence, and this desire Qod has granted. May 
his name be prabed i" 

The Countess pressed Mary to her heart, and 
bathed her &ce in tears. Afterwards she looked 
at the tomb, and clasping her hands, exclaimed 
in accents of grief, " Oh, thou noble man, thou 
honest gardener, whose remains here repose in 
the bosom of the earth — ^thou whom I learned 
to love frota my most tender in&ncy, whose af- 
fectionate counseb I have so often received, and 
to whose fervent prayers I have so often listened, 
^why cannot I see thy £m» to ask thy pardon 
for all the injustice we have done thee 1 Ah ! 
if we had taken more precaution, if we had 
placed more confidence in an old servant, who 
had always shown an xmimpeachable probity 
and fidelity, thy remains would not be here to 
be eaten of ^orms — thou hadst still been living 
with us." 

*' Alas 1 good C!ountess," said Maxy, " my 
father was very &r from feeling the least re- 
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soutment towards you. He prayed for you 
every evening and morning^ as he was accus- 
tomed to do while we lived in Eichbourg. He 
blessed you all at the hour of his death. ' Mary/ 
said he, a little while before he died, ' I feel per* 
fectly confident that those whom we served will 
one day recognize your innocence, and will re- 
call you from exile. Assure, then, the Count, 
the Countess, and Amelia, whom I have more 
than once carried in my arms, that my heart 
was full of respect, of love and gratitude towards 
them till my last breath.' Be assured. Countess, 
that those were his last words." The tears of 
the good Amelia flowed still abundantly. 
" Come, Mary," said she ; " come and sit down 
here with me on this stone. I cannot leave this 
tomb. We are safe here, in the sanctuary of 
the Lord, and let me tell you how all these 
things happened." 
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CHAPTER XV. 



THE HAND OF PROriOENCB. 



" God is surely with you, dear Mary," said the 
young Countess, after they had seated them- 
selves upon the tomh. ''He has taken you 
under his protection. It is he who has mar- 
vellously conducted me here to assist you. 
There is nothing but what is simple and natural 
in the recital which I shall give you. Tou will, 
however, see in it a chain of truly providential 
circimistances. From the time that your inno- 
cence was made known to us I had no more 
happiness. Tou and your Either were always 
present to my mind. Believe me, dear Maiy, 
I have shed many tears on your account. My 
parents sought for you everywhere, without 
being able to obtain any knowledge of you. 
Two days ago I came with my &ther and mother 
to the hunting castle of the Prince, in the forest 
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not fer from this village. For twenty years, at 
least, this castle has not been visited, and it is 
inhabited only by the gamekeeper. My Either 
had some particular business. He had spent 
the whole day in the forest, in company with 
two strange Lords, whom the same business 
had brought here. These noblemen came ac- 
companied by their wives, and a young lady, 
the daughter of one of them. It had been ex- 
tremely warm during the day, and the evening 
was so fine, so fresh, so delicious, the setting 
sun offered so beautiful a spectacle, the moun- 
tains covered with forests of pines, and inter- 
spersed with picturesque rocks, were so novel a 
spectacle, and afforded a pleasure so lively, that 
I begged permission to view once more the 
country. The gamekeeper's daughter accom- 
panied me. As we passed along we found a 
door of the graveyard open, and the rays of 
the setting sun gilded the tombstones. I had 
always since my childhood taken pleasure in 
reading inscriptions and epitaphs : I am moved 
when one tells of a young man or woman car- 
ried off in the bloom of youth; I feel an inde- 



134 THE BASKET 

Bcribable, melancholy pleasure, if it concerns a 
person who had reached an advanced age. The 
verses themselves, although the sentiments 
which dictate them are often better than the 
language in which they are clothed, excite in 
me a crowd of serious feelings, and I never fsdl 
to draw from these epitaphs good thoughts and 
useful resolutions, which I carry away with me 
We came in. After I had read a great number 
of the inscriptions, the gamekeeper's daughter 
said to me, ' I want to show you something 
very beautiful ; it is the grave of an old man. 
You will find there neither tomb nor epitaph, 
but it has been ornamented with taste and ele- 
gance by the tender piety of a daughter. See 
through the thick foliage of these pines a beau* 
tiful rose-tree, and a Basket of Flowers on the 
tomb.* I came to it, and stood petrified at the 
first glance, as I recognized the basket which 
had presented itself to my mind a thousand 
times since you left Eichbourg. I drew near 
to look at it, and if I had had any doubts, 
the initials of my name and the arms of my 
fiimily would have removed them. I asked foi 
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your histoiy, and that of your fiither. The 
gamekeeper's daughter related to me your resi- 
dence at the Pine Farm, the last sickness and 
death of your fiither, and the grief which it had 
caused you. I went to the minister, whom I 
found a very respectable man. He confirmed 
all that I had before heard, and praised you 
veiy, veiy much. I wished to go to the Pine 
Farm, but during the recital time had flown so 
rapidly that it was already quite dark. What 
shall I do ? said I ; it is now too late to go to 
the Farm, but by to-morrow at daybreak we 
will set cut. 
*' The minister sent for the schoolmaster, to 

charge him to go and bring you without delay 
to the manor. ' Poor stranger,' said the school- 
master, ' you need not go very fiu* to look ibr 
her ; she went a short time ago to her &ther's 
tomb, and there she is weeping and lamenting 
Alas ! poor child,' said he, 'may grief not pro- 
duce in her a disease of the mind. I saw her 
from an opening in the steeple when I went to 
wind up the clock.' 

^' The minister wished to toeompany me to 
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the tomb of your &ther ; but I begged him to 
allow me to go to you alone, so that I might 
embrace you with all my heart, without any 
witnesses, and yielding to my importunities, he 
went to tell my parents where I was, and to 
prepare them for your arrival. This accounts, 
my dear Mary, for my sudden appearance. 
Thus, through the ordering of Divine Provi- 
dence, this Basket of Flowers has re-united 
us at the tomb of your ^Either, who is now in- 
habiting the dwelling of the blessed." 

'' Tes," said Mary, clasping her hands, and 
raising her grateful eyes to heaven, " Gk>d has 
done it all. He has had pity on my tears, and 
on the extremity in whioh I was. Oh ! what 
goodness, what boundless tenderness !*' 

" I have still one thing to tell you, my dear 
Mary,*' answered the Countess^ interrupting her; 
*' one peculiarity of this history appears to me 
singularly touching, and inspires me with an 
awe for the justice of God, who often directs our 
lot unknown to ourselves. Juliette, the greatest 
enemy you have upon earth, had but one 
thought — one desire — ^which was to banish you 
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from my heart, and to confirm herself in your 
place. It was with this view that she imagined 
her dreadful folsehood, and her atrocious strata- 
gem appeared to her to have succeeded hut too 
well. But it was this folsehood that caused her 
to lose her place, and our confidence, and that 
rendered you more dear than ever to our hearts. 
She endeavoured to estrange you for ever from 
me. Tour banishment was continually to her 
a subject of triumph. In the transport of her 
malignant joy she went, in the excess of wick- 
edness, and threw at your feet this basket with 
an insulting laugh ; and it was this event which 
was afterwards, although she little thought it 
then, to re-unite us for ever. Was it not, in- 
deed, this basket which discovered to me your 
secret dwelling ? It is true that with the love 
of God we have nothing to fear from any enemy. 
God knows how to turn to our advantage all 
the ill that wicked people can do us ; and thus 
our most cruel enemies, in all that they attempt 
against us, can do nothing in reality but con- 
tribute to our happiness. But it is time," con- 
tinued the Countess, ''to relate to me what 
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brought you so late to your fether's tomb, and 
why you were crymg so bitterly." 

Mary related how they had driven her from 
the Pine Cottage, — a fresh subject of regret to 
the Ooimtess. " Yes, indeed," said Amelia, " it 
is by Qod*8 will that I arrived here just at the 
time when you were plunged in deepest distress, 
when you were imploring his assistance in an 
accent so sorrowfril, and when scalding tears 
were running down your cheeks. You again 
see in this a suprising proof of the truth that 
' Gfod knows how to turn to our advantage the 
ill our enemies design to do us.' The feurmer's 
wicked wife, who drove you from her house, 
thought she would make you unhappy ; but she 
has conducted you to my arms, and those of my 
parents, who, as well as myself, are desirous of 
making you happy. But it is time to set out," 
continued Amelia; ''my parents are waiting 
for me. Come, dear Mary, I will never leave 
you any more, and to-morrow you shall go with 
us." 

Mary, who thought with grief that perhaps 
she should never return to this place, bade adieu 
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to the cherished tomb, and it was with difficulty 
that she could leave it. At length the Countess 
took her by the hand, saying, " Come, come, 
dear Mary, and take with you this Basket of 
Flowers, in order that we may always have in 
remembrance the present of your venerable &^ 
ttier. Instead of the basket with which your 
dlial piety ornamented his tomb, we will erect 
a monument more lasting, and it will be to you, 
I am sure, a subject of joy. Come, you must 
be impatient to hear the history of the ring, and 
I will relate it to you on the road." She took 
her arm, and walked by the soft light of the 
uioon towards the castle. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
HOW mart's innocence was discovered. 

A LONa and dark walk of high and old linden 
trees led to the castle. After Amelia and Mary 
had walked for some time in silent reverie, " I 
must," said the young Countess, " relate to you 
how the ring was found. We left the Court 
this year earlier than usual, in the heginning 
of March. The afiairs of my fsither required 
his presence at Eichbourg. Scarcely had we 
arrived when the weather changed. One night, 
in particular, we had a tremendous storm. You 
know the enormous pear-tree we had in our 
garden at Eichbourg. It was already very old, 
and bore scarcely any fruit. The wind, which 
that night blew with great violence, had bent 
it so much that it threatened every moment to 
&11. My father ordered it to be cut down. All 
the servants were obliged to assist, and to take 
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great care in order that it should not injure the 
other trees in its &11. My Either, my mother, 
the children, and indeed all the people in the 
castle had come into the garden. They all 
wanted to see. As soon as the tree fell down, 
my two little brothers ran immediately towards 
a nest of magpies, which was in the tree, and 
which had been for a long time an object of 
dispute between these children. They exam- 
ined their prey with gi'eat attention. ' Look, 
brother,* said Augustus, * what is that shining 
among the branches 1 What brightness ! ' — 
' It is something,' said Albert, ' as sparkling as 
gold and precious stones.* Juliette made haste 
to look at it, and uttered a scream. ' Oh,' said 
she, ^ it is the ring P and became as pale aa 
death. The children undid the ring from 
among the branches, and carried it immediately, 
in great glee, to my mother. ' Tes it is the 
ling/ said my mother. * Oh ! good and honest 
James — Oh 1 poor Mary, what injustice we 
have done you 1 I am very glad to find this 
ring again ; but I should be much more so if I 
could find James and Maay^ I would willingly 
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maKe the sacrifice of the ring to repair the 
wrong which we have done them.* ' But,' said 
I> ' by what singular chance was this ling car- 
ried into the nest at the top of the tree Y 
*That is what I am going to explain to you,' 
said the old huntsman, Anthony, with tears in 
his eyes, such was his joy at seeing your inno- 
cence acknowledged. ' Neither the old gardener 
James, nor his daughter Mary, could have hid- 
den the ring in this place — ^that is veiy dear; 
the tree was too high, and it would have be^i 
almost impossible to climb up. Besides, they 
did not give them time ; for Mary had scarcely 
returned to the house when she and her fisither 
were both arrested. But magpies, these black 
birds that have their nest upon this tree, have 
a great taste for anything that shines ; and if 
they can find anything that has that quali^, 
they carry it off immediately to their nest 
One of these birds stole the ring and earned it 
to the tree. This is all the mystery. The only 
thing that astmushes me i% that an old huntsr 
man like I should nei have though sooner 
that thMe Mrds might have stolen the lost 
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ring.' ' Anthony,' said my mother^ ' you are 
perfectly right, and the whole secret biirsts 
upon me at once. I recollect distinctly, that 
very often these birds came from the top of this 
tree to the window — ^that the sash was up when 
the ring disappeared — ^that the table upon which 
I had put the ring was close to the window—* 
and that, after having shut the door and bolted 
it, I went into the next room, where I stayed 
for some time. No doubt one of these mis- 
chievous birds distinguished the ring from the 
top of this tree, and took advantage of the mo- 
ment in which I was amusing myself in the 
other room to come and carry it off in hk beak 
without being perceived. 

" My &ther was troubled and confounded at 
having a conviction so unforeseen, still so com- 
plete, that you and your feither had been the 
victims of an uigust condemnation. 'My 
heart is almost broken,' said he, 'for having 
done these good people so much il]|Wqr> My 
only consolation is, that it was not donettorough 
ill-will, but in ignorance and error.' There- 
upon he went to Juliette, who^ amidst all the 
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pleasure pictured on every countenance, re- 
mained pale and trembling, like a guilty crea- 
ture. ' False wretch ! ' said he, * deceitful ser- 
pent ! what could have given you the boldness 
to lie to your master and to justice, and to 
induce them to do an action, the iniquity of 
which now cries for vengeance 1 How could 
you take upon yourself to precipitate into an 
abyss of suffering an old and honest man, and 
his poor and innocent daughter 1 Come, seize 
her in an instant,' said he to two officers of 
justice, who had assisted in cutting down the 
tree, and who had already approached Juliette, 
having their eyes fixed on my &ther, whose 
orders they were waiting. , ' Let her be loaded 
with chains,' said he, in a grave tone, ' the same 
chains that Mary wore, and let her be thrown 
into the same prison in which she caused Mary 
to languish. She ought to suffer all that Mary 
suffered, without having deserved it. All that 
she p o g B C B ji e s, whether money or clothes, shall 
be taken from her, to serve as a compensation, 
if it is still possible, to those unhappy people 
who have had to groan under an unjust pro- 
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cess. In fine, the officer who conducted Mary 
out of my dominions shall also conduct Juliette, 
just as she is, as far as the limit/ 

" These words made every one present 
tremhle. They were all pale and silent. No 
one had ever seen my Either so exasperated ; 
never had they heard him speak with so much 
warmth. A profound silence reigned for some 
time. At last every one readily spoke his 
sentiments and thoughts. ' It is well done,* 
said the officer, taking Juliette by the arm. 
' He who digs another^s grave shaU fill it 
himsell' ' That is what is gained by telling 
falsehoods,' said the other officer, taking her 
other arm. 'It is true that no thread is so 
fine that it cannot he seen in the sunshine.' 
' It was a pretty dress given to Maiy,' said 
the cook in her turn, ' that made Juliette 
angry. In her passion, not knowing well what 
she was about, she began to tell fita^oods, 
and then it was impossible to retratfl without 
acknowledging herself an in&mous liar. Thus 
the proverb is not wrong which says, " When 
once the devil has us by the hair, he will 
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hold fest to US always." ' * It is well, it is 
well/ said the coachman, who had just finished 
cutting the tree, and who still had the axe 
over his shoulder. ' Let us hope that at least 
this time she will mend her ways, if she does 
not wish to he worse off in the next world. 
The tree that hears not good fruit,* said he, 
shaking his axe, ' shall he cut down, and cast 
into the fire.' The news of the ring was spread 
through all Eichhourg in an instant, and every 
one ran to the place, so that in a little while 
there was a great crowd round us. Our hailiff 
came also into the garden. Every witness of 
the rdiscoTery was as eager as possible to tell 
him all about it. 

"You cannot imagine, my dear Mary, the 
effect thAt this story produced on the* good 
bailiff. Kotwithstanding his severity respect- 
ing yoUj, he is most assuredly a man of great 
probity^ and one who has attached himself all 
his life te'laws and justice with inviolable fidel- 
ity. *^I would give half my goods,' said he, 
in a tone that went to the heart of eveiy one, 
*ye8, 1 would willingly have given everything 
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that I possess, if this misfortune bad not hap- 
pened. To condemn innocence has something 
frightful in it.' Then looking roimd him at 
the assembled mulitude, he said, in a loud and 
solemn voice, ' God is the only infiEdlible Judge, 
the only one who cannot be deceived. He 
knows everything: he alone knew how the 
ring had disappeared ; he alone knew the place 
in which it had remained hidden until now. 
The judges of the earth are near-sighted, and 
very likely to deceive themselves. It is rare 
nere b^ow that innocence suffers and vice tri- 
umphs. The invisible Judge, who will reoom- 
pense one day all good actions, and punish all 
bad ones, the Most High, has resolved that even 
here below innocence shall not long suffer from 
suspicion, nor hidden crime remain long con- 
cealed; and see, by what a marvellous chain of 
events circumstances have obeyed his holy will 
to concur to this end. It was necesauy that 
this dreadful storm which shook the whole 
castle and made us all tremble last nighty 
should bend the old tree and make us fear that 
it would foil. It was necessaiy th$t a bsA^rs 
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and sudden shower should wash the inside of 
the nest, in order that the ring itself washed 
should immediately strike us hy its hrilliancy. 
It was necessary that lively and playful chil- 
dren, who would not seek to hide what they 
had found, should first have discovered the 
ring. It was necessary that Juliette herself, 
who had made herself guilty of the feilsehood, 
should he the first to proclaim, if I may fio 
speak, loudly, hy a scream, the innocence of 
Mary. This is not the only example of so mar- 
Tellons a story. It is true, that God has re- 
served to himself the business of submitting all 
the old cases to a revision, only in another 
world, and to render to every one the justice 
that is due to him, sending him to inherit life 
or death. However, he sometimes permits 
events to occur even upon earth, to oblige you to 
turn your looks to him, to the sovereign Judge, 
who is not open to any surprise, and who thus 
forces us to believe that eternal justice governs 
all things, and renders unto all their due.* Such 
were the words which the judge pronounced in 
a vehement tone. Eveiy one listened atten- 
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tively to his discourse : they agreed that he was 
right, and they all dispersed with a pensive air. 
That, my dear Maiy, is the way in which the 
ring was found." 

While Amelia was relating this fortunate 
adventure they had arrived at the door of the 
castle. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

MART I«OADED WITH BENEFITS. 

Thb Count, the Countess, and the other people 
of the house were assembled in the drawing- 
room of the castle, which was decorated with 
taste and magnificence. Some time had elapsed 
once the worthy minister had arrived in the 
pflrlour, and all the company had been listen- 
ing with great interest to what he had been 
saying of James and Maiy. Indeed he spoke 
from the heart, related in an animated tone 
the history of the pious old man, painted in 
rich and touching colours the noble sentiments 
and all the conduct of this upright man during 
his residence at the Pine Cottage — spoke par- 
ticularly of his respect and love for the Count 
and his &mily. He related numerous in- 
stances of the filial piety of Maiy, of her in- 
de&tigable activity, of her patience and modesty. 



b 



OP FLOWERS. 151 

Tears streamed from the eyes of all who lis- 
tened to him. 

At this moment the Countess Amelia, hold- 
ing Mary by one hand, and with the other 
carrying the Basket of Flowers, entered the 
richly lighted room. Every one tried to outdo 
his fellow in welcoming her, and Mary was 
loaded with congratulations. The Count took 
her kindly by the hand, and said, " Poor child, 
how pale and thin you look. It was our incon- 
siderate conduct that deprived your cheeks of 
their fresh colour, and furrowed with wrinkles 
your forehead, lately so smooth. We will 
spare nothing that the fiEided flowers may once 
more bloom on your cheeks. We chased you 
from the paternal roof; you shall have the 
house in future for your property. Your fa- 
ther only enjoyed the pretty house and hand- 
some garden at Eichbourg as a tenant, but 
now it shaU be yours." The Countess kissed 
Mary, pressed her to her heart, called her her 
daughter, and taking from her finger the ring 
which had caused so many misfortunes— 
" Here, my dear child," said she, " your piety 
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is a jewel more precious, it is true, than the 
large diamond which sparkles in this ring. 
Still, although you possess a richer treasure* 
accept this present — ^receive it as a feehle com- 
pensation for the wrong which you have suf- 
fered, and as a token of the sincere attachment 
and maternal tenderness which I feel towards 
you." At these words she put the ring on 
Mary's finger. Mary, who had shed so many 
bitter tears, now shed very sweet ones. She 
was almost overcome with so much kindness, 
and ready to sink under the weight of the be- 
nefits, as if it was a heavy burden. "Poor 
child," said one of the company, " take what a 
generous bene&ctor offers you. €k>d has loaded 
the Ooimt and his wife with the goods of 
fortune, but he has given them something more 
precious — ^hearts which know how to make 
the best use of their riches." " Why do you 
flatter us ?" said the Countess ; " this is not 
a ge^ierous action, — ^it is but an act of jtLs- 
tice** 

Maiy, always modest, held with a trembling 
hand the ring which she had taken, and 
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turned her eyes, wet with tears, towards the 
minister, to know what she was to do. '^ Yes, 
Mary," said the venerahle minister, " yes, yon 
must keep the ring. You see, my good child, 
God is hlessing your filial piety ; for whoever 
sincerely honours his parents shall be the bet- 
ter for it. God has promised it, and God makes 
use of the benevolent hand of the Count and 
Oountess to fulfil his word. Receive, then, 
this rich present with gratitude, and since ad- 
versity has found in you a due resignation to 
the Divine will, you have only to show your- 
self in prosperity grateful to his name, benevo- 
lent, and kind." Maiy put the ring on her 
finger ; her tears choked her utterance and ex- 
pressed her gratitude. Amelia, who stood 
beside her with the Basket of Flowers in her 
hand, was delighted with the generous proceed- 
ing of her parents. Her eyes shone with af- 
fection for Mary. The minister, who had but 
too often observed how envious children gen- 
erally are when their parents exercise their 
benevolence towards other people, was only 
more touched by the disinterestedness of Ame- 
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lia. " May God," said he, " reward the gene- 
rosity of the Count and Countess, and may all 
that they hare done for a poor orphan he ren- 
dered to them a hundred-fold, in the person of 
their own dear daughter." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

FARTHER WONDERS OF PROVIDENCE. 

Thb Countess ordered supper to be brought, 
and chose that Maiy should eat with her. 
While the blessing was pronouncing, according 
to an excellent custom which then reigned gen- 
erally amongst the highest class of people, Mary 
experienced quite an extraordinary emotion. 
She was invited to sit down between the Coun- 
tess and her daughter Amelia. She objected, 
with a timidity suitable to her age and sex, to 
accept this place of honour. But the Countess 
insisted on it, and, taking her by the hand, led 
her to the place destined for her. During the 
repast nothing was talked of but Mary's story. 
The Count had brought with him the old hunts- 
man, the honest Anthony, who was perfectly 
acquainted with the forest. This fidthfiil ser- 
vant, more from pleasure than duty, always 
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assisted in waiting at his master's table. That 
evening he stood almost all the time behind 
Mary's chair, and did not cease to wipe his 
eyes ; and from his age and services was allowed 
to speak freely. " Do we not at last see, Miss 
Mary," said he, " the fulfilment of what I told 
you and your father in the forest. He who 
trusts in God may be sure of Divine protection. 
If your fether, the friend of my youth, had 
lived to see the light of this joyful day, what 
happiness it would have been for him to have 
the dearest object of his love on earth acknow- 
/edged innocent, and thus loaded with honour. 
Why did he not live to see this day, and taste so 
great a pleasure ?" 

" (Jood old man," said the minister, " I ad- 
mire your sentiments, for they do honour to 
your heart ; but our view must not be limited 
by the short horizon of this life; it is the 
smallest portion of our existence : this world is 
only the vestibule to another. The life we live 
upon earth is only the preparation for a better 
one, which is reserved for us in heaven. Now, 
•if we coBBider the e^dstence oi tobsi 'm\jDLWil t^ 
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garding Ills future destination, ^e shall make 
great errors ; but let us raise our eyes to heaven, 
and then such views wHl offer themselves to us 
as will console our minds respecting every dis- 
pensation. That was the case with Mary and 
James. The misfortunes that this young girl 
endured have been already recompensed in a 
most noble manner. As for her father, it seemed 
good to Qod that he should be plunged into the 
depths of misery, and die misjudged. But there 
is another and a better life ; there is, happily 
for us, a celestial dwelling-place. It is there — 
it is in heaven that the good man is rewarded 
for all his sufferings — ^it is there he tastes the 
joys and the sweets of a glorious felicity ; and 
we who are seated at this banquet, in this bril- 
liant room, have not a shadow of the pleasure 
which he enjoys. But let me relate a £9ict 
which I had almost forgotten among so many 
other things. 

" I went one morning to his bedside ; what- 
ever was his confidence in Divine Providence, 
he could not help expressing some anxiety re- 
specting his dear daughter ; but that day I found 
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him uncommonly cheerful, his countenance was 
serene, and there was a smile upon his lips : he 
held his hand out to me, and said, ' Kow, sir, 
I am at last freed from the hurden that was on 
my heart— my anxiety concerning my daugh- 
ter ; I now am perfectly tranquil. Last night 
I prayed with more fervour than I ever did in 
my life, and I felt in my heart the sweetness of 
a calm unknown until now, and a consolation 
truly divine. I feel firmly confident that my 
prayer will be heard. I shut my eyes and slept 
quite composedly, for I know that the innocence 
of my daughter will be discovered — ^the noble 
Count will take care of her as a &ther, and she 
will find a mother in the Countess.* Such were 
the words of the pious old man ; and this even- 
ing I have learned, to my great astonishment, 
that that very night the violence of the wind 
had blown down the old tree which grew in the 
garden of the castle, and thus shown to the world, 
with the ring that was lost, the innocence of 
Mary. Thus, even at the very moment, was his 
fervent prayer answered. It is a consolation to 
me to think that, even beyond the tomb, he is 
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ndt a stranger to the happiness of his daughter, 
the ohject of so much tenderness, and that he 
participates in our joys. One thing is certain, 
that the prayer of this pious old man, offered up 
that night, and immediately answered, enligh- 
tens this chain of events with a light which re- 
joices the soul. It appears to make this little 
history a work of Divine Providence. No," 
continued the minister with emotion, " our 
meeting here is not the effect of accident ; it is 
not a blind chance which has prepared this 
touching scene, which has filled us with so much 
happiness — it is the goodness of (Jod — it is his 
holy Providence which has conducted me, a 
stranger, into the midst of this company, ne 
has willed that I should hear witness of him in 
revealing a circumstance confided to me by the 
dying, and which has caused us to penetrate into 
the secrets of this history. May we be convinced 
by this event that God overrules all things. 
May we be persuaded that we have on high a 
Father whose whole principle is love. May wc 
retain so sweet a belief in life and in death." 
''That belief my dear minister," said the 
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Countess, rising, and giving him her hand, ^ I 
share wth you." Every one present had the 
same sentiment, and they all rose as she had 
done. '' It is now late,'* added the Countess, 
" and as we shall set out very early to-morrow 
morning, we must rest a little, and we will se- 
parate for the present, in order to avoid any 
distraction which might make us lose the good 
feelings which the minister has awakened in us. 
We could not hetter finish the day." They all 
separated with hearts fiill of gratitude to Gk)d. 



OP FLOWERS. 161 



CHAPTER XIX. 



RBAPING IN JOT. 



The next morning, as soon as the sun was np, 
everybody in the castle was occupied in pre- 
paring for the departure; but nothing could 
equal the attention which they all paid to Mary. 
During her residence at the Pine Farm, as Mary 
was obliged to buy herself clothes, she was able 
to get only those of the coarsest character, and 
she was therefore dressed almost exactly as the 
villagers of the country. 

But a young lady who was of the same age 
and size as Mary, presented her, at the request 
of Amelia, with a complete dress, neat, hand- 
some, and new, and such as, without being at 
all extravagant, suited her new situation — 
" For," said Amelia, " henceforth you are my 
friend, my companion, and you will always 
live with me; therefore you ought to dress 
yourself differently." 



102 THE BASKET 

After break&st they went out, and Maiy was 
placed beside Amelia, opposite to the Count and 
Countess. The Count ordered the coachman to 
take them to the Pine Farm, because he wished 
to become acquainted with the people who had 
given Mary and her fiEither so hearty a welcome. 
On the way they inquired about their situation 
with great interest, and Mary did not hide from 
them that they were iar from being happy, and 
tliat they had scarcely any peaceful moments to 
hope for in their old days. The arrival of the 
carriage made not a little noise at the Pine 
Farm ; for since the existence of the &rm never 
perhaps had a carriage — at least never had ao 
handsome a one — ^been there. No sooner had 
the young farmer's wife seen the carriage stop 
before the door, than she hastened to go to it. 
" Sir," said she, " allow me to assist you to get 
out, and also the ladies, your daughters^ I pre- 
sume." She had just presented her hand to 
one of the young ladies, when she recognized 
her to be Mary herself and with an exclamation 
of surprise she let go her hand as if she had 
touched a serpent, drew back, and blushed and 
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grew pale by turns. The old fanner was work- 
ing in his garden. The Count, the Countess, 
and Amelia ran to this good old man, took him 
by the hand, and thanked him for his benevo- 
lence towards Mary and her father, and thanked 
him for it in the most affectionate manner. 
"Ah,'* said the honest peasant, "I owe that 
good man more than he ever owed me. The 
blessing of heaven came with him into our 
house, and if I had followed his advice in every 
thing, I should have been much better for it at 
this moment. Since his death I have no plea- 
sure in anything but this garden. It is, besides, 
to his wise advice that I am indebted for re- 
serving this little comer of ground, and from 
him I learned to cultivate it. Since I have not 
had strength to follow the plough^ I have occu- 
pied myself here, and I seek among herbs and 
flowers the peace that I no longer find in my 
house." In the meantime Mary had gone to 
look for the old former's wife in her little room, 
and she was now leading her by the hand. She 
begged her continually not to be alarmed, for 
the good woman was quite overcome. Sha w^ 
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proached with a timid and embarrassed air, and 
was distressed to find herself overwhelmed with 
thanks. 

The good old people were very much con- 
fused, and cried for joy like children. At last 
the former, addressing Mary, said, " Bid I not 
tell you that your filial piety would receive its 
reward 1 Well, there is my prophecy fulfilled." 
Meanwhile the old woman had taken courage, 
and said, ** Yes, yes, your fother was right with 
his maxim — ' He who clothes the flowers well 
knows how to take care of you.' " Their daugh- 
ter-in-law stood at some distance, and said within 
herself, " Well, well ! wliat will not happen in 
this life ! This miserable beggar — ^now look at 
her ! — she is a young lady of high rank. Who 
would have thought of such a thing 1 There 
is not a woman in our town who can compare 
with her now. But every one knows, however, 
who she is ; — they know that yesterday she set 
out ^m here, with her little package under her 
arm, to go and beg about the country." The 
Count had not heard this abusive language, but 
Jje was dii^sted with the mocking look and 
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the angry appeaxance of this woman. " That 
is a wicked creature/' said he ; and he walked 
round the garden in a very thoughtful mood. 
" Listen, my good old man," said he at last, 
stopping before the farmer. " I have a propo- ^ 
sition to make to you. I have given Mary the 
little piece of ground which was cultivated by 
her &ther. But Mary is not yet ready to 
go to housekeeping. What can prevent you 
from retiring there 1 It will suit you I am 
certain ; and I know that the owner will not 
exact any rent from you. You can there cul- 
tivate as you choose herbs and flowers; and, 
above all, you will find in that pretty habitation 
both rest and peace in your old days.** The 
Count's wife, the Countess Amelia, and Mary, 
insisted that the old people should accept this 
offer. But there was no need of persuasion ; 
for they were happy to be taken from their pre- 
sent uncomfortable situation. At this moment 
the young farmer came home from the fields, 
and was anxious to know what had brought to 
his farm a carriage drawn by four white horses. 
The moment he knew what was proposed ha 
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consented to it, although it cost him a great deal 
to part with his old parents. His greatest grief 
had been to see them so badly treated by their 
own daughter-in-law, and it was a great conso- 
lation for him to think that they would be hap- 
pier. The young farmer's wife, completely 
overcome by passion at finding this state of 
things, said to the Count, " It is a great &youT 
that you are bestowing on us, in ridding us of 
these old people." The Count promised he 
would send for the old man and his wife as soon 
as everything was ready ; then he and the com- 
pany stepped into the carriage and rode off. 
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CHAFTEE XX. 



A CONTRAST. 



The noble Count did not £Eiil to keep his word. 
The next autumn a carriage was sent from Eich- 
bouig to the Pine Farm to bring the old people. 
The son wept bitterly when he saw that he was 
going to lose his old fsither and mother. The 
daughter-in-law, who had counted the days and 
hours until the moment of their departure, felt 
the keenest joy in being at last quite rid of 
them. But it was soon seen that her joy was 
not to be unalloyed. The coachman presented 
her with a note signifying that she should pay 
all that had been stipulated for the support of 
her £Etther and mother-^in-law, and that the price 
of the provisions, valued in money according to 
the current market price, should be paid by her 
every quarter. She became violently angry, 
fretted and famed. " We are overreached, after 
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all/* said she. " If they had stayed here it 
would not have cost half so much." The son 
was delighted that he could thus soothe the old 
age of his parents in spite of his wife, hut he 
took great care not to show his joy. The good 
people set o£f in the carriage the next morning, 
followed by the blessings of their son, and the 
secret maledictions of their daughter-in-law. 

This wicked woman had the &te which her 
conduct towards her parents deserved, and which 
is always the lot of avarice and inhumanity. 
6he had placed her money in the hands of a 
merchant who had just set up a manu&ctory, 
and who had promised to pay her ten per cent. 
The annual interest was added to the capital, 
which produced new interest, and this also pro- 
duced other. The former's wife thought her- 
self the happiest of women, and had no greater 
pleasure in the world than to make her calcu- 
lation of the sum to which all this money would 
amount in ten and in twenty years. But to all 
these happy dreams soon succeeded a sudden 
and terrible reverse. The enterprize of the 
merchant did not succeed, and his goods were 
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sold by the order of the sheriflF. This was a 
thunder-stroke for the fermer's wife. From the 
moment that she heard of this catastrophe she 
no longer had any repose. She was seen almost 
all day either on the road running to the lawyer 
or to her neighbours, complaining of her hard 
lot, and she spent the night in weeping and 
scolding. At last, instead of her ten thousand 
dollars, she received some hundreds. Then she 
gave up to despair; life was terrible to her, and 
she wished for death. Eaten up with continual 
cares, weakened and worn out, she was attacked 
with a fever which never left her. Her hus- 
band wished to go for the physician of the vil- 
lage, but she would not consent to it. For this 
time the farmer resisted seriously, and sent for 
the doctor ; but his wife in a passion threw the 
medicine out of the window, without having 
even uncorked the bottle. 

At last she became so seriously ill that her 
husband requested the minister of Erlenbrunn 
to come and see her. He did so frequently 
during her sickness, and talked to her in the 
mo3t persuasive tone, to induce her to repent 
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and amend her ways — ^to deiach lier heart from 
the things of this earth, and to turn to God. 
But this Advice made her very angry; she 
looked at the good minist^ with utter asto- 
nishment. ''I do not know," said she, ''for 
what purpose the minister comes to preach 
penitence to me : he ought to have delivered 
such a sermon to the merchant who stole our 
money: as for me I do not see that I have any 
great need of repentance. As long as I was 
ahle to go out I went regularly to church on 
Sunday, and at home I never fsiiled to say my 
prayers every day: I have not ceased to work 
all my life to heap up money, and to hehave 
like the most perfect model of virtue and eco* 
nomy: I defy any one to slander me; and 
among all the poor people who came to my 
door, not one of them can complain that I sent 
him away without giving him something. 
Now I should like to know how any oae can 
hehave hetter : I should have thought that the 
minister would have considered me one of the 
most pious and virtuous people of all his parish.'* 
The venerable pastor saw himself obliged to 
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take a more expressive tone to lead her to 
amend. He proved to her in the most palpa- 
ble manner, that she loved money more than 
anything in the world ; and that avarice, which 
she was wrong in confounding with economy, 
was effectually a real idolatry. He represented 
to her that she must put among her sins these 
trani^rts of anger which overcame her ; that 
the most lovely of all virtues, filial affection, 
had totally failed her ; that by her avarice she 
had poisoned the days of her husband, cruelly 
driven away the poor orphan Mary, and even 
turned <^ her husband^s old parents, — ^those 
whom she ought to have cherished and honoured 
as if they were her own; that, with a fortune 
like hers, she wes far from having folfiUed the 
important duty of charity from having given 
here and there a little piece of bread or a hand- 
ful of flowers to a poor man, often merely to 
get rid of him ; that she knew nothing of true 
love to man, founded on sincere love to God ; 
that the essence of Christianity was love to God 
and men ; that in spite of all her boasting of 
going to church, public worship could not savo 
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her soul, for it had never made her any better; 
and finally, that all her prayeis, coming firom 
a heart unwarmed by love, could not be truly 
prayer. In this fidthfdl way did he talk to 
her, but she would not allow the zealous pastor 
to say any more. She began to sob and ciy 
through passion. 

The good pastor, quite troubled, took his hat 
and cane and went away. " Alas !*' sidd he, 
" how difficult it is for a heart set upon the 
things of this world to taste those of heaven! 
How &r is such a heart from the kingdom of 
God. Such a heart considers itself excused be- 
fore (jk>d by the repetition of a few vain words, 
and thinks its duty towards its neighbour is 
performed by throwing to the poor a few super- 
fluous crumbs. However, people remain incor- 
rigible, and go so £eu* in their blindness as to 
mistake vice for virtue. Alas!** said he, in 
passing near the garden and looking at it, '' how 
wrong some people are in supposing that to be 
rich is to be happy. This former's rich wife, 
with all her money and all her goods, never 
Jiad in her life one of ttioBe\ia.^v:j Vwtr^ ^\a^ 



*'" submit tn*i. ^ ^es/o-fl r^ ^'s/lf ; gj^ 

•"<' We of tfc ^'^ Of araK ' * ''^PWbJ 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



A LATB PENITENT. 



After a while Mary went with the £ftmily of 
the Count to the city in which he resided part 
of the year. While there a clergyman, whose 
white hairs announced an advuiced age, came 
one morning to the residence of the Count, and 
asked for Mary. He told her he was charged 
with a commission for her: — a person very ill, 
and probably near to death, desired to Bpeak 
with her before she died ; she could not die in 
peace unless this favour was granted her. The 
old minister said, that she was not willing to 
say anything except to Mary hereelf. This re- 
quest astonished Mary very much ; she con- 
sulted the Countess as to what she ought to do. 
The Countess, who knew the clergyman to be 
a pioua and prudent man, advised her to go 
with him. At the lecv^ee^. oi VJc^^ 0.««^ssxwssw^ 
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old Anthony accompanied them. They walked 
for a long time to the most retired part of the 
suburbs, and arrived at last at a house situated 
in a bye street, which presented the most 
gloomy aspect. There were five staircases to 
mount, the two last of which were so dark, so 
narrow, and so broken, that she felt seized with 
fear. The clergyman stopped before an old 
door formed of planks nailed together without 
having been planed. '^This is it," said he, 
" but wAit a little." He went in for a moment, 
and then returned for Mary, who then entered 
with him a most miserable garret; the window 
was narrow and dark, and the panes were filled 
with pi4>er. A bad truckle bed, covered with a 
straw mattress, a broken chair, and a stone 
pitcher with neither handle nor cover, com- 
posed the furniture. The patient stretched on 
the bed was truly a frightful object. Mary 
thought she saw a skeleton move, and begin to 
speak with a frightful voice, which resembled 
the rattle of death, and extend to her a hand 
which seemed nothing but skin and bone^ 
Mary trembled in every AixiA^. \\. -^^s^ x^Tx*^^ 
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great difficulty that at last she learned, by the 
indistinct words pronounced with difficulty, 
that this sad spectacle was — Jvliette! Juliette, 
who, at the castle of Eichbourg, had been the 
cauM of all her distress. This wretched woman 
had learned from the minister that Mary w&s 
in the city with the family of the Count ; and 
she wished to see Maiy to ask pardon with re- 
spect to the ring. She had begged the clergy- 
man not to mention her name, being afraid that 
Mary, justly irritated, might refuse to come. 
Mary had too much Christian sensibility not 
to be affected even to tears. She assured 
Juliette that all, absolutely all, was forgiven a 
long time since ; and that the only feeling she 
experienced was the deepest and most lively 
pity. " Alas !" said Juliette, " I am a great 
sinner; I have deserved my fate. Forgetfiil- 
ness of God— contempt of good advice — ^the ex- 
clusive love of dress, of flattery, and of pleasure, 
was the first source of misery, and this it is 
which has brought me so low : I die the victim 
of my follies. Oh I" cried she, raising her voice 
in a pathetic tone, axvd v^e^Y^Tv^ ^^'^'^'^^^\s.^ '^^ 
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fear a more dreadful state awaits me in the 
other world. You have deigned to pardon me 
— ^you whom I so cruelly injured: but I feel 
the weight of God's displeasure now setUing on 
my Boul." 

Mary had a long conversation with Juliette, 
and endeavoured to turn her to the precious 
Saviour, who would receive her if she would 
repent ; but fihe was obliged to leave her with- 
out being satisfied as to her state of mind : and 
the idea of the sinful Juliette perishing without 
hope continually pressed on her mind, and 
weighed down her spirits : the sad appearance 
of the once beautiful girl was ever present to 
her thoughts. Then she recollected her little 
apple-tree in blossom withered by the frost, and 
what her father had said to her on that occa- 
sion ; the most consoling words he had said on 
his death-bed also presented themselves to her 
mind, and she renewed the promise which she 
had made to God, to live entirely to his glory. 
She remembered the words of our Saviour, 
" Bo good to them that hate you, and ^yk^ I'apt 
them who despitefiilly use you axv^. ^««^fecs>XA 
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you." Under these feelings she implored the 
Countess to relieve the distress of Juliette. 
This generous lady sent her medicine, food, 
line&i and everything of which she stood in 
need : but it was all too late. At the age of 
twenty-three she died, a miserable evidence of 
the folly and wickedness of doing injury to 
others to promote what we absurdly suppose 
our own advantage. She gave no evidence of 
repentance, but died as she had lived — ^without 
God, and without hope. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

mart's EBTU&N to BICHBODflfl. 

The next spring, when the country was covered 
with verdure and flowers, the Count, accompa- 
nied by his wife and daughter, went to his house 
at Eichbourg. Mary accompanied them, and 
took her accustomed place in the carriage by 
the side of Amelia. Towards the evening, when 
they approached Eichbourg, and when Mary 
saw, by the light of the settii^ sun, the steeple 
<^ the church, the Count's castle, and her fit- 
ther's house, she was so much touched that she 
could not restrain her tears. '' Alas !" said she, 
''when I left Eichbourg I was &r from ex- 
pecting ever to come back again. How myste- 
rious are the ways of Providence, how good is 
God !" The carriage stopped before the door 
of the castle. The officers of the Count and all 
persons attached to his service were waitinjgc, ^* 
receive him. Mary ImA 8b txloiX ^^a^X«cfiD% "^'^" 
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ception. Every one evinced the greatest joy at 
seeing her again, and congratulated her on hav- 
ing been recognized so manifestly innocent. 
The old judge who had condemned her took her 
hand with paternal tenderness, asked her pardon 
in the presence of all the assistants, showed his 
gratitude to the Count and Countess for the no- 
bleness of their proceeding in the reparation of 
the injustice committed, and assured them all 
that he had to reproach himself with this mis- 
fortune more than any one, and that he waf 
willing to do everything in his power to acquit 
the debt. 

The following day Mary rose very early ; she 
was awoke partly by joy and partly by the light 
of the sun, which shone brightly into her cham- 
ber. She ran to visit the paternal dwelling, 
and also the garden. On her way she met only 
countenances expressive of gaiety ; a crowd of 
young people, to whom in their infimcy she 
had been in the habit of giving flowers, had 
grown so much that she was astonished. The 
old farmer and his wife, who had now been 
some time settled at tlie TpAiacfe, cHaft out to 
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meet her, kissed her affectionately, and told 
her how happily and contentedly they lived. 
Tears of joy were in the fiarmer's eyes. "When," 
said he, " you were without a home, we received 
you under our roof; and now we are turned out 
of our own house, you give us this habitation in 
which we may spend our declining days." 
" Yes," said his wife, " it is always better to be 
nospitable and kind : we know not how soon we 
may receive it again." " Well, well," answered 
the old man, " we did not think of that ; it was 
not our object. However, this maxim is not 
the less true — * Do good to others, and you will 
always find some to do good to you.* " 

Mary entered the house. The sight of the 
room — of the place where her Either used to 
sit — awoke in her breast sad recollections. She 
walked round the garden. She kissed every 
tree planted by her fEither, as if in each one she* 
saw again an old acquaintance ; but she stopped 
particularly before the little apple-tree, then all 
covered with beautiful blossoms. " Alas !" said 
she, " of what short duration is the life of man 
on earth I He dies, and \\i^^i\K^fc\sv>JSaM5."«Q^s:- 



182 THE BASKET 

vive him." She rested under the arbour where 
she had passed so many happy days with her 
&ther. While she looked around the garden, 
which he had cultivated by the sweat of his 
brow, she thought she still saw him, and tears 
streamed from her eyes at this recollection; but 
one thought rendered her calm and soothed her 
heart : it was, that he inhabited a happier abode, 
and that he was reaping the harvest of the seed 
he had sown in this world. 

Eveiy spring Mary went to spend some weeks 
at the castle. Cherished and honoured by eveiy 
one, she spent a happy life, serving God and 
endeavouring to do good. She loved particu- 
larly to visit among the children of the village, 
and to talk to them of their Saviour; and she 
had the happiness of believing that many of 
them, under her instrumentality, gave their 
hearts to God. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 



TBI tomb of James had been finished accord- 
ing to the promise which Amelia bad mode to 
Mary on the grave of the good man. It was a 
monument of elegant simplicity, constructed, of 
white marble, and ornamented with an epitaph 
in gilded letters. To the name of the deceased, 
to his ^e, and to hia double profession of gar- 
dener and basket-maker, nothing had been 
added but these words of Jesus, which certdnlj 
deserve to be engraven in letters of gold—" I 
am the resurrection and the life ; he that be- 
lieveth in me, though he were dead, yet shall 
he live." Underneath a stilfiil workman had 
cut the figure of the basket, which the Lord 
had made use of in dehvering Maiy from her 
trouble, on the grave of her father. Amelia 
had drawn the basket, after hsiT\ii%\iaft.SS.^^»*>- 
With the most beaatiM fltWOTB^q fti6\»iA. *»■ 
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Mary, and the drawing, which was i 
reMmblance, was cofued by the artist, 
neftth the basket wm written thii mas 
holy Bcriptim, a nuudm well worthy < 
ing on — "All flesh is grass, and all tl 
nesB thereof as the flower of the fii 
gTBSB withereth, the flower &deth, but 
of the Iiord endureth for ever." It 
great pleasnre that the good minister 
brunn, Mary's early friend, had this n 
put in its place. The dark foliage < 
trees contributed to relieve this ton 
presented to the e; e an unconunonly 
aspect ; and when the rose-tree, gmwii 
grave, was in bloom, and the green 
covered with roses, somo half open, o 
tiE«]y blown, bent over the marble, n 
of a dazzling whiteness, nothing coulc 
tier. This monument was the most 
umament of the rural graveyard, and 
reniarkable curiosity of the vilh^. 
The good miniatei never received a 
^era without carrying tVenv to »fe 'Oi 
aeat. Every oae obaer^ei ftiaJ-'A 
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idea to put a basket of flowers on the tomb of a 
man who was at the same time a gardener and 
a basket-maker. " Ah !" the minister would 
say^ " it is something better than a good idea« 
This basket of flowers tell more than you be- 
lieve, and it is not without some reason that 
our villagers look upon it as a symbol of a most 
touching story. Yes, this ground on which we 
tread has been well bathed with tears." Then 
he never fedled to relate to attentive strangers 
the history of the Basket of Flowebs, and 
conclude lus recital with this grand truth, which 
the whole story is intended to illustrate — piett 
TO God and truth towards men shall never 

FAIL to triumph OVER THE MALICE OF THB 

WORST OF FOES. Let OUT readers be persuaded 
that, under all circumstances, it is best to do as 
Mary did — ^fear God ; reverence your earthly 
parents ; never tell a falsehood ; put full trust 
in God ; give the heart to Jesus ; live happy ; 
and die with the sure prospect of eternal glory ! 



SELECTED POETRY. 



THE PEATEB OP CHILDHOOD. 

It is a sight the heart to thrill, 

With many a thought of earlier years ; 
It ia a sight the eye to £11 

With long difluaed delirious teats ; 
It is a sight to look upon 

With sighs for life's long^rring road, 
To send us to a Father's throne, 

And lift our stubborn hearts to God. 



Oh I who c£n mark those bees mild, 
Those nptamed eyes of earnest love. 

Nor l<aig to be i^ain a child, 
Baiaing a ainleos prajei (ftiOT«\ 



I gaze till ever; hallowed feeling 
Of by-gone yean returns to inp, 

Once more I am an in&nt kneelii^ 
Beside my gentle mother's knee. 

Once mora she bends — that gentle moth 

The guileleaa lips' devotions o'er ; 
Once more thy little arm, my biother, 

Entwines my neck as heretof<>re! 
Once mure as when our prayers ascendeii 

At mom and eve a mingled strain. 
Two youi^ pure hmtrts together blended 

Ah 1 ne'er to be bo pure again. 

Tlie world's cold cloude have dinune< 

Tet gazing on that lovely scen^ 
Who would not turn from present somn 

To muse on peace that once had been 
They pray, untouched by care or iU, 

With brow aa calm as summer, even 
IThoir eyes, clear drops ret^ning still 
** Some Tsdiance from their native heavi 
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They pruy, — npon their parted lipa 

Truth's rfntple spirit fate alone. 
The world hath cast no dim eclipse 

Betwixt them and their Maker's throne ; 
They pray — and then the kind " Qood-night," 

The loving kiss shall end the prayer, 
And their's will be a slumber hght, 

With God's own blesung resting there. 

Sweet innocents '. and mnst it he, 

That this shall pass like morning dew, 
Children of pale mortality t 

Oh ! most its curse be on yon too 1 
Shall every day and sleepless night 

Succeed the peace that fills you now ? 
Bhall sorrow clond those eyea' soft light I 

Those brows, shall cares deep furrowB ploi^h ? 

TTpon those bosom-temples' throne, 
Shall earth's foul spirit fix abode 1 

Shall life's wild path advancing on, 
But lead ye farther from your God 1 

Dark thought and faithless ! hence, away < 
A holier trust be mine s-lane. 



That Qoi, — He died for such as the 
Hath still the power to keep his o 

Yet tr on wares of trouble losl. 

Their lon« and lowly berk may re 
Tet know I they shoU not be lost, 

He whom they sought shall bring i 
Pure and onsnllied are they still. 

But taint of earth is on their iloo 
And earth has paths that wind thro 

And care, and anguish, to the toni 

Tet view I even such lot on earth, 

With hope that soara o'er coward : 
Tears must they shed — than woildlt 

Oh better, holier far are tears. 
Then leave them to their Father's h 

B7 him their onward course be gi 
Young pilgrims in a, foreign land. 

Yet destined heiia of homes In ha 



A DOMESTIC SCENE. 

"i'wAS early day — and sunlight streamed 

Soft through a quiet room. 
That hushed, but not foTsalcen seeniod — 

Still, b«t with nought of gloom : 
For there, eeaaxe in happy age, 

Whose hope is from above, 
A &ther communed tvith the page 

Of Heaven's recorded love. 

Pure fell the beam, and meelcly bright, 

On his grey holy hair. 
And touched the hook with tenderest light, 

As if its shrine were (A*«. 
But oh ! that patriarch's aspect shone 

With something lovelier for — 
A radiance all the Spirit's own, 

Caught not from sun or star. 

Some word of life e'en tlien had mel 
His calm, benignant vj^\ 
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Some ancient promise^ breathing yet 

Of immortality ; 
Some heart's deep language,^ where the glow 

Of quenchless £uth snryiyes ; 
Etfr every feature said — " I know 
^rhat my Bedeemer lives." 

And silent stood his children by. 

Hushing their very breath, 
Before the solemn sanctity 

Of thoughts o'ersweeping death : 
Silent — ^yet did not each young breast 

With love and reverence melt ; 
Oh I blest be those fair girls — and blest 

That home where God is felt ! 
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